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Men! sen for This Money. 
Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“Ss ZQoo 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
ee ee ee mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 

: FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 













2 yng ben sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
T rofits witl | and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
omg 0 — fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
~~ or Ladies: | ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
ee oe mew | show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
ings by taking orders | tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
ian” ten cate | —and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
— eo | orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
Many husbands sell | advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
ee, ee, eee | income for yourself in spare or full time. 
and the profits roli ini | 
an e profits ro n! 
You can too! Outfit | No Experience Needed 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- | , } , 
tions. i It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
————— need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
; simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we’ll send 


you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 


YOUR OWN SUITS fabrics and ‘everything else you need to start. You'll say 


this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 


WITHOUT 1¢ COST! | = sme 
STONE-FIELD CORPORATION Dept. U-964 


Our plan makes it easy for 


ou to get your own personal 
aan aus sak evar 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 
coats without paying lc—in 
earnings. Think of it! Not only | 
do =e start you on a oe [| STONE-F[ELD CORP., Dept. U-964 
making big money, but we also 
ae cae ae Gee te ace | 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. I 
= own clothes — pay- I Dear Sir: I 
ng one penny. o wonder I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR | 
Se ate at eee 1 AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable | 
{| Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
Just Mail Coupon py LUTELY FREE. | 
You don’t invest a penny of your i | 
money now or any time. You don’t eee ee Sr eeareerene eres AGE ...ccccves | 
pay money for samples, for outfits, t 
or for your own suit under our re- | 
markable plan. So do as other men | IF address ..............cceeecceeeeeeecaeeeeeeeeeeeeuers im 
have done—mail the coupon now. i 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us | 
the coupon. DD OW viscsccsencccncecenssiocecioncel State .......e000+ 
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PRIZE WINNING SKYLARK FASHIONS 
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Style No. 532B 
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Style Ne. 527 — SORCERESS STRIPES. 
Beautiful figuring, from its bare shoulder 
straps to its circle-wide skirt. The flirty 
bow is a perfect accent for the sleckly 


Style Ne. 530 — BACK TALK. Slim-as-a- 
sheath until you turn around — and then 
surprise, there's a flirty flare to the skirt. 
The rustling floral-print chromespun taf- 


fitted bodice. 


Strips. 


DAISY DARLING. For date-time drama 
you'll choose the halter sheath, its daring 
bodice frosted with cotton daisies and 
matching nailheads. Crisp linen like rayon 
in white, pink, powder blue or maize. For 
evenings, add the matching velveray trim- 
med nylon sheer duster. In maize, pink or 
powder blue. 

Style Ne. $32A—Dress Sold 
Style Ne. $328—Dusier Separately 
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MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


Carefree cotton in olive 
green, pink or powder blue all with white 


or aqua. 


—_— 
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77 Siylark Originals~~ 


pert. 71-76 , Asbury Park, N. J. 
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¢ over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 
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feta is velveray embossed so the flowers 
look almost real. In French blue, pink 
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ON THE 


HOTTEST DAYS 


(EVEN AT“PROBLEM TIMES") 


Hot weather's bad enough. But when 
you have to wear a clinging external pad, 
a twisting belt, you feel three times as 
hot! Bring your boiling point down to 
normal by changing to Tampax. Internal 
sanitary protection is so comfortable, so 
unobtrusive, that you aren’t even aware 
you're wearing it. You're free from em- 
barrassing odor, free from chafing—and 
you perspire far less. How long can you 
go on deliberately making yourself un- 
comfortable when Tampax is so sure, so 
secure, so available? 

Perhaps the only thing that’s holding 
you back is a nagging doubt or two. 
Then know that literally mil- 
lions of women have used 
billions of Tampax—that it was 
invented by a doctor for the 
welfare of all women, married 
or unmarried, active or not. It’s con- 
venient t® carry—easy to dispose of. 

Don’t go through another hot Summer 
feeling even hotter. Get Tampax now 
and enjoy every normal activity—even 
swimming. Choice of 3 absorbencies 
Regular, Super, Junior) at all drug and 
notion counters. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 








Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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‘I can’t buy blind with a family this size... 





...80 to be satisfied diet... | always get Brands 
that have made a Name for themselves” 


FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


Waeweum. it’s 10 heads or 2 to 


feed, clothe, shelter, transport or whatever... 


make every dollar buy you satisfaction— 
buy brands of quality. To help you do that, 
advertisers in this magazine are good 
names to know. They’re proud of their 
brands—’cause they satisfy so. 


‘Tmade it!” ‘Tsold it! ‘T bought it/ 
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MANUFACTURER 


DEALER CUSTOMER 








BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 
taste best, are best. 


. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 


value. Brand Names save time “‘puzzling”’ 
over labels, models, prices, etc. 


. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 


widest selections. Brand Names offer the 
most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


. GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to- 


date products. Brand Names keep improving, 
modernizing, introducing new things. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 


437 FIFTH AVENUE + NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 
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This very day si, 


Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 

. .. gives youthful color to gray hair. . . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
... Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 
this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


In 18 flattering shades 





= Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 


























3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 


2. Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 









DEARLY 





BEL ED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear rs. Jackson: 

I am a lonely fellow, stationed in 
Korea, and have been here for a year 
and two months. I read TAN and Jet 
magazines quite often. I am 29 years 
| old, unmarried, but would like to get 
| married. My “one-time” girl friend got 
| married on me over a year ago while | 
| was overseas. I was to marry the young 
lady, but somehow a young man got to 
| her before I could make it back home. 
| This hurt me so,I re-enlisted and came 
| back overseas to stay out of their com- 
| pany so their marriage could be happy. 
| Now all my girl friends have gotten mar- 
| ried and I am left in the dark and will 
| have to start all over again. I would like 
to get some information from you on 

how to meet new girls for marriage. 
S.F.C. Simon R. Malony 
RA 28231974, Co. B., 14 Eng. Com. Bn. 
A.P.O. 358, San Francisco, Calif. 


| Dear Simon: 

You sound like a wonderful fellow and 
| ’'m printing your address on purpose in 
| the hopes that a nice girl will take ad- 
| vantage of it. Please screen your letters 

carefully and if you’re real lucky, you'll 
be returning to the States to a new girl 
friend, or should I say several new girl 


| friends. Good luck! 


| Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
_ | read your column every month and 
I enjoy it. I am asking your advice on 
| a problem that I have. I am 23 years 
old and have been married four years. 
| My husband and I got along very well 
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the Army last year. He used to write me 
vften, but lately he stopped. He tells me 
he still loves me but now I wonder. | 
love him very much and always will. 
People tell me he doesn’t love me, but | 
pray that he does and hope he will write. 
I write to him twice a week and still re- 
ceive no answer. Please help me. | stay 
home and wait for his letters, but people 
are telling me to go out and have fun. 
| just can’t make myself go out without 
him, so please write and tell me what to 
do very soon. 

Sincerely yours, Mrs. M. E. Carey 


Dear Mrs. Carey: 

Your husband might be in serious 
trouble and instead of deserting him at 
this time, he might be needing your 
faith and understanding more than ever. 
Continue writing him as you have in the 
past and tell him that if he is in trouble 
or has a problem you are willing to help 
in any way you can. In time I’m sure 
he will write and explain the cause for 
his silence. In the meantime do not dis- 
cuss your family business with neigh- 
bors or friends. Since they are on the 
outside looking in they are very apt to 
have distorted views and prejudices. 
Follow your own conscience and behave 
as you have in the past as a respectable 
married woman should. Before you pass 
judgment on your husband’s absence of 
letters, give him a chance to explain. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 20 years old and have been mar- 
ried, but not divorced although I have 
been separated one year and _ three 
months from my husband. He just left 
At the time, I 
was expecting my second baby and in 
my ninth month of pregnancy. One night 
we were at a cafe and he ignored me 
completely. When I asked him to take 
me home, he got up and knocked me 
down in front of this woman and tried 
to kick me in the stomach. He left after 
our’ baby was born, but he returned 
shortly. We wrote all along and he 
promised we would live together again, 
but he never mentioned giving up this 
other woman. Two months later he came 
to see me and beat me and my sister 
and then threw our little two-month-old 
son on the floor. From that throw on 
the floor my son will have to have an 
operation when he is four years old. | 
had him arrested for wife-whipping and 
non-support. He also shot at his father. 


me for another woman. 


We still plan to live together after he 
works this sentence, but I am thinking 
and planning on getting a divorce. My 
little girl is crazy about her father 
though. What must I do? I am afraid 
he will do something bad to me. He 
promised that if I would come back to 
him he would do all he could to make 
up for all the past wrongs. I even for- 
gave him and said okay after he said he 
was sorry. Please print this letter be- 
cause maybe it will help some other 
young couple in my shoes. I am thank- 
ing you in advance. Please give me 
some answers for our very life depends 
on them. 

Mrs. Louise Williams 


Dear Mrs. Williams: 

For your own safety and the welfare 
of your children it would be best for 
you to consider seriously obtaining a 
divorce. I dislike advising anyone to 
leave their husband, but in your case it 
seems inevitable that unless you do, you 
will be the victim of continuous battles 
and deprivation. Not only will you suf- 
fer, but so will your family and such an 
environment is not healthy for growing 
children. If you cannot afford a lawyer, 
seek help and advice from your county 
welfare department. They will direct you 
to the proper legal authorities. Your 
husband is responsible for the support 
of you and the children, and upon his 
release from confinement he should be 
reminded of this responsibility in case 
he hopes to renew his affair with the 
Deciding on a divorce 
may be one of the most important deci- 
sions in your life, so take a long time 
If you live in 


other woman. 


making up your mind. 
constant fear that he will try and make 
trouble when he learns of your deci- 
sions, quickly remind him that he will 


be tossed back in jail. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 20 years old and have a good 
reputation. I am in love with a boy 24 
years old. This boy has a car but he 
doesn’t come to visit me. I told him 
many times it was okay with me, but he 
just doesn’t come. I am very much in 
love with him, but I have heard talk 
that he is running around town with an- 
other girl. I don’t see him often, but 
when I do he tells me what a nice girl 
I am and that I’m different from other 
girls he knows. How can I be sure of 
his love for (Continued on Page 13) 





Youll really 
enjoy these 
PEANUT BUTTER 


Honey, Caadelos 


These Peanut Butter Honey Crackles 
are just about the most mouth-water- 
ing morsels to ever come out of a 
kitchen! Always flavor fresh with 
Clabber Girl, they have a mellow 
richness that is delightful. Here is a 
new and different molded cooky rec- 
ipe that - please appetites of all 
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PEANUT BUTTER HONEY CRACKLES 


Yield: 5 dozen cookies 
ted all- 4 cup strained honey 


\% cup shortening 
\ cup peanut butter Bt 

“apoon grted 
a came 


Sift nai flour, Baking Powder, 
and salt. Cream together thoroughly 
the shortening, peanut butter, brown 
sugar, and honey. Beat in egg. Stir in 
dry ingredients until blended. Form 
into 1-inch balls; insert 1 chocolate 
piece or 1 peanut meat into center 
of each ball and reshape. Combine 
granulated sugar with orange rind 
and roll “balls” in this mixture. Place 
balls 2 inches apart on ungreased 
cooky sheet. Bake in a 375° F. (mod- 
erate) oven 12 to 15 minutes or until 
lightly browned and crackled. Cool 
on cake racks. 








GIRL 


is Now 
Exclusively Known as the 
Baking Powder with the 
Balanced Double Action 


HULMAN & COMPANY 
TERRE HAUTE, INDIANA 
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Guest starring on NBC-television show To- 
night, Herb Jeffries chats with show’s host, 
Steve Allen. 


what hapPayeyy BEB 


Q UT OF THE GOLD-DUSTED hills 
of Hollywood in the late thirties, 
there roared a rootin’-tootin’, crooning 
bronze buckaroo named Herb Jeffries to 
brand his mark upon the marquees of the 
show business corral. Actually, the pis- 
tols he packed were just so much dead 
weight, and he couldn’t even ride a horse 
(a white double was browned up for the 
rugged riding), but Jeffries could sing 
sweetly in a liquid baritone voice. And, 
as a balladeer, Herb was off and running 
ahead of the pack: Nat Cole was still a 
piano player, Billy Eckstine had yet to 
make his mark, Billy Daniels was an ob- 
scurity, and a youngster named Harry 
Belafonte was totally unknown. 

Jeffries, on the other hand, was a full- 
fledged movie star as the singing cowboy 
in Harlem Rides The Range and other 
western films that became so popular 
among Negro personnel at Army camps 
and USO’s that the only prints have long 
since been worn out. For Herb, the trail 
to fame lay brilliantly ahead. 

But somewhere along the way, the 
Bronze Buckaroo got bushwhacked. He 
was headed off at the big money pass by 
Cole, beaten to the night club draw by 
Eckstine, and when he got to the big 
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In comedy routine at Hollywood's Crescen- 
do night club, Jeffries clowns in duet with 
Tony Martinez. 
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BY LOUIE ROBINSON 


corral of stardom he found Daniels and 
Belafonte stashed in his stall. 

How did it happen? It doesn’t seem 
it should have. Herb Jeffries was and is 
a talented, personable performer with 
rugged good looks. He has an abundance 
of the physical equipment necessary to 
make the grade, and more intelligence 
than many who have made it. And, to 
be sure, he has not missed all the glory. 
At 41, Jeffries is well known at home and 
abroad, having graced the cafe society 
bastions of Europe, New York and Hol- 
lywood. But as a money maker, he is in 
the $50,000-a-year bracket, while his 
only slightly better known contempo- 
raries command figures touching a half- 
million dollars yearly. 

This twilight world between mild suc- 
cess and greatness in which Herb Jeffries 
dwells matches perfectly the twilight 
world in which he has lived, and perhaps 
embraces the answer to the question: 
What happened to Herb Jeffries? 

What happened to Jeffries started hap- 
pening a long time ago when as the son 
of an Irish mother and a father of Ne- 
gro-Indian-French-English extraction, he 
suddenly found his family choosing their 
respective sides of the racial fence upon 

















Singing duet “I’m Too Tall And You're 
Too Small,” Jeffries and Martinez use 
hands to show difference. 


the death of his father. Part of the fami- 
ly “went white.” Others, with Herb 
among them, stayed Negro. At least, 
Herb did so in loyalty, but his near- 
white looks have gotten him classified as 
Spanish, Italian, Jewish and almost any- 
thing else with a tinge of color. (He even 
speaks Yiddish, having been reared and 
educated among Jewish people. ) 

But Jeffries’ stubbornness to remain a 
Negro has cost him many a golden op 
portunity. After his restricted Hollywood 
debut, for instance, the late cowboy star 
Buck Jones presented a_ boldly-laid 
chance: Herb was to drop from the U. S. 
scene, go to South America for a year 
to learn Spanish, then return as a swash- 
buckling movie caballero discovered by 
Jones, who would take care of the ex- 
penses. Jeffries turned him down. 

On another occasion, in 1949, he was 
singing in Los Angeles’ Red Feather 
night club when a foreign-born movie 
producer, impressed by his talents, in- 
vited Jeffries over to his table and urged 
him to screen test for a starring role in 
a new picture opposite the glamorous 
Hedy Lamarr or beautiful Gene Tierney. 
When Jeffries explained that he was 4 
Negro, and as such could not play a ro 
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With songwriter Eden (Nature Boy) Ahbez, 
Jeffries goes over lyrics of tune written 
for him. 


mantic role opposite a white woman, the 
moviemaker was aghast. “Why do you 
want to be a Negro?” he asked, “You 
could be anything?” 

_ Replied Jeffries: “I have been. I’m a 
chameleon. But I decided some time ago 
that the Negro people need all the good, 
intelligent, unbelligerent representatives 
they can get in this world, and I’m trying 
to be one. If I thought the Jewish people 
needed it more, I’d be a Jew.” 

As a Negro, Jeffries has found the 
going rough. It is true that bigger Negro 
stars have been made. But none of them, 
with the possible exception of Billy Dan- 
iels, had the misfortune of being too 
white to be black and too black to be 
white, leaving him never taken to the 
bosom of either race. 

The long, hard road for Herb Jeffries 
began when, after amateur brushes with 
show business in his hometown of De- 
troit, he headed for New York at the age 
of 17. There, he sang in Greenwich Vil- 
lage joints for a dollar a night and slept 
on subway trains. Finally, he fell into 
friendship with a pianist named Ruby 
Smith, who listened to him sing, found 
him a place to sleep and began tutoring 
him. When Smith thought Herb was 


ready, he took him to Club Ubangi and 
had him sing, to a breakfast dance 
crowd, the unlikely song Trees. The 
crowd loved it, and Herb was smitten 
forevermore with the show business bug. 

Next came Chicago and jobs as vocal- 
ist with the bands of Erskine Tate and 
Earl Hines. (He got the jobs by trying 
out during intermissions. ) 

Jeffries turned up in Los Angeles at 
25, singing in after-hours spots for small 
change and working as a busboy until 
his film debut. Then, as the movie- 
dubbed “Bronze Buckaroo,” he took off 
on a personal appearance tour. 

At the end of the tour, Jeffries was 
offered a job with bandleader Duke El- 
lington at $80-a-week and, on the float- 
ing strains of the ballad Flamingo gained 
a new measure of fame. Later, he starred 
in the famed Jump For Joy Ellington 


revue. 


With some definite success now behind 
him, Jeffries again struck out on his own, 
only to have an auto accident leave him 
with a dislocated pelvis and dispair. 
While recovering, Jeffries moaned bit- 
terly that he was through with show 
business. “In white places,” he com- 
plained, “I’m a nigger. In Negro places 
I’m a Negro who wants to be a white 
man. There isn’t any in-between place 
where I’m just a human being.” 

But Jeffries, with the help of friends, 
shook off the bitterness, cut some new 
records and became a recording firm 
executive as he swept to fresh successes 
on the grooves of When I Write My Song 
and other hits. 

Jeffries made it into the nation’s top 
night clubs, but found that while the 
racial tensions were easing, the critics’ 
acid pens, which know no color lines, 
could cut deep. When he followed a 
finely staged Eckstine engagement into 
New York’s Bop City in 1949, an admir- 
ing critic lamented: “Too often he (Jef- 
fries) seemed to be trying to prove that 
he didn’t have much of a voice. This 
may have been an effort to achieve inti- 
macy, but if so, it’s a misguided effort. 
. . . Of his two flaws, however, this is 





the lesser. His coy manner at the mike 
would have negated even good singing, 
although it was noticeable that when he 
let his voice have a little rein, this coy- 
ness tended to disappear. But too often 
his nostril twitching, mike cuddling, and 
holding-hands-with-himself routine bor- 
dered on the stomach curdling. 

“Herb has been away from New York 
for about three years and during that 
time a lot of the locals have been won- 
dering what has been holding him back. 
If this is the kind of stuff he has been 
indulging in, they have their answer. He 
still can sing with the best of them when 
he wants to, and it seems to be up to him 
to decide whether he wants his talents to 
shine unencumbered by the phoniness 
that dims them now.” 
























Herb was just a singer trying to please. 
And please he did, especially in 
Europe, where a Paris night club was re- 




































named the Flamingo Club in honor of 
his hit record when Herb went to sing 
there. Asked why he had chosen to work 
in Europe in preference to the U. S. Herb 
explained testily that he was tired of 
playing in plush spots and then having 
to “cross the tracks” when he was fin- 
ished singing for his supper. He must 
have gained some satisfaction along this 
line, however, when upon returning to 
the U. S. he was booked for a two week 
engagement at a jim crow western city 
hotel. The smiling manager greeted him 
and proudly exclaimed: “Your room is 
all arranged here, and it’s in the white 
section. You see, when we have Negro 
performers like yourself, we usually keep 
rooms for them in a special section. 
However, you understand of course that 
the gentlemen traveling with you, your 
piano accompanist, Mr. Dick Hazard, 
will have to stay in Negro quarters.” To 
his embarrassment, the manager learned 
later that Hazard was white. 

Such incidents are old hat to Herb 
Jeffries, who nearly 10 years ago mar- 
ried a white former Rose Bowl princess, 
Betty Allensworth. They have a daugh- 
ter, Fern Elizabeth, 9. The normal prob- 
lems of mixed (Continued on Page 70) 
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EDITOR 


| would like to correspond with Christians 
in the U.S.A. Especially the young people, 
both male and female. I promise to reply to 
all letters. I am 23 years of age and am col- 
ored. My hobbies are reading, writing and 


drawing. cna 
. A. Pearce 

35 John’s Lane 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


TAN HELPED ME 


This is to thank you for publishing my let- 
ter asking for Pen Pals, but also to ask you 
not to publish the letter any more. I am re- 
ceiving so many replies that I’m just swamped 
trying to answer them all. I’m sure that I 
shall make many fine friends in this fashion, 


but please—no more! 
Iris B. Buaken 


Wawlins, Wyo. 


LIKES ‘MY DREAM MAN’ 


I read your article entitled, “My Dream 
Man” and enjoyed all of it except one part. 
I cannot understand why Dinah Washington 


was so small and childish as to mention that . 


Sammy Davis, Jr. owes her money. (Or was 
she trying to be funny?) Since she lends out 
such sums of money, I'd sure like to receive 
two or three hundred. 
Marie Myers 
Reading, Pa. 


MIXED MARRIAGE PRAISED 


I’m an ardent fan of your magazine, TAN. 
| have just finished reading in your April 
issue the story entitled, “I Married My Negro 
Chauffeur” and indeed it was really heart- 
warming and wonderful. I also find your Pen 
Pal column most interesting. 

Leslie G. Bonnett 
British Guiana, S.A. 


In the April issue of TAN, a popular roman- 
tic monthly, | found the well-written pictur- 
esque article entitled “I Married My Negro 
Chauffeur” highly fascinating, intriguing, glam- 
orous and moving. In this beautiful intergroup 
(otherwise called interracial) romance—a ro- 
mance between a_ well-bred-snobbish-bigoted, 
but beautiful southern Caucasian young wom- 
an—married to a very accomplished gentleman 
who lost his life in a wild horse accident—and 
a colored American, a tremendous wall of false 
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values, traditions, color prejudices and prud- 
ishness, had to be overcome. 

The surging power of love-a-divine attribute 
could not indefinitely be denied. Her late hus- 
band who admired and respected his talented 
chauffeur paved the way to the necessary un- 
derstanding of judging persons on their merits 
in order that this intergroup romance could 
get off on a decent start. The talented chauffeur 
—the colored American had the intelligence, 
dignity and capacity to meet the tests this 
romance had to go through in a society of 
false values. 

Would that thousands—hundreds of thou- 
sands of such romances as the above occurred 
yearly! What a contribution to a better world 
this could be! 

Abu Baker 


New York City, N. Y. 


WANTS NOVEL SERIALIZED 


I have been a constant reader of TAN. Your 
stories are interesting and make for entertain- 
ing reading. However, it surprises me to dis- 
cover that a magazine with such a large cir- 
culation as TAN does not publish fiction 
stories or novels in serial form. I think that 
a lengthy novel published in divided chapters 
would enhance your circulation quite a bit, 
especially if the story was well written. Your 
readers would surely want to finish the story 


once they started. 
Essmer Craft 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 


‘HOW TO WRITE BLUES’ 


I’m a reader of your magazine TAN and | 
think it is the best in the romantic field. While 
reading your latest edition, I came across the 
article, “How To Write Blues Songs” and 
thought it was really great. I’m a song writer 
myself, so you can see why I enjoyed your 
article so much. 

Jimmie Randolph 
Langley Air Force Base, Va. 


After reading your article in the March is- 
sue of the TAN, I became very interested as 
I am a “would be” writer. Your suggestions 
on “How To Write A Hit Blues Song” were 


very inspiring. stints tice 
apne. avis 
Omaha, Nebr. 


I read an article in the March issue of TAN 
by Dan Burley entitled, “How To Write A 
Blues Hit.” I was impressed by the article 
very much as writing blues songs—poems 
have been my hobby for quite sometime. 

Barbara J. Washington 
Washington, D. C. 


‘DIVORCEES’ A GOOD STORY 


Speaking as a TAN fan, my buddy and | 
are writing to congratulate you on such a 
wonderful magazine. We read the March issue 
and it was great. Each issue is getting better 
each month. The article about “Divorcees Can 
Be Friends” was great. We love to see Billy 
Eckstine’s name appear in your magazine. 
Thanks for the picture—it’s great. 

Pfc. Conrelios Braxton 
Pfc. Alfred E. Blanton 
New Orleans, La. 


Well, I have just read “Love Made A Fool 
Of Me.” It was my favorite for this month. 
I also enjoyed the others. I think the article 
about “Divorcees Can Be Friends” was very 
good. I never miss buying TAN. ia i 


Milwaukee, Wis. 


CONGRATULATES TAN 


Please accept my hearty congratulations on 
your excellent magazine. Editing of the high- 
est order. Particularly interested by February 
issue—both fiction and informative articles, 
Also want to say department, “Letters To The 
Editor” show a high order of intelligence, 
culture and some of them, real artistic taste 
and discrimination. 

With all best wishes. 

Evans Wall 


Baton Rouge 12, La. 


CUBAN LIKES TAN 


The first time I read TAN a few years ago, 
I found it good, interesting and in short, ex- 
cellent. I’ve now taken up with another copy 
of your wonderful magazine. I read all the 
shorts and although I’m a Cuban, I like to 
know how colored people in the United States 
live because I belong to the same race. 

The stories are good, the Pen Pal column, 
interesting. Etiquette is another of the fea- 
tures I like to read especially because it is 
written each month by Mrs. Gerri Major who 
is a good friend of mine and to whom [| 
helped with a story about Cuba last year. 
Both stories were done for EBONY and the 
photos were taken by G. Marshall Wilson— 
my good friend—who made the trip to Cuba 
with Mrs. Major. 

Best of luck to you all. 

Gilberto F. Cardenas 
Havana, Cuba 


CONSTANT TAN FANS 


As a constant reader of TAN, I wish to 
congratulate you on the wonderful stories you 
publish. They are most interesting. I have 
never considered subscribing for magazines, 
but there is a magazine that everyone should 
have in their home. Your stories are certainly 
fascinating and some of them can serve as an 
example to some of us who haven’t any diffi- 
cult misfortunes in our lives. There are so 
many praises I could express, but I think all 
readers of TAN know the rest. 

Harry D. Pierson 
Chicago, II. 


I enjoy reading your TAN, especially the 
current issue. I’m sure everyone liked, “I 
Had To Choose Between Two Husbands,” 
“Impatient For Love” and especially, “I Mar- 
ried My Negro Chauffeur.” Keep up the good 
work! 

Rena K. Strayhorn 
Pollocksville, N. C. 


I have just finished reading the May issue 
of TAN and I enjoyed it the most. I especially 
enjoyed reading. “I Hated Men,” but I wished 
Jenny hadn’t used the language she did. It 
spoiled some of my reading pleasure. On the 
whole, I like all of your issues—this one no 


less than the rest. 
Mary L. Hartley 
Braddock, Pa. 


SURPRISED READER 


I bought my first issue of TAN today and 
when I went through the different features in 
your book, I was quite surprised. It’s the first 
book I’ve read that seems to have a variety of 
features and stories that appeals to your 
readers. 

I liked especially, “I Married My Negro 
Chauffeur.” I always did like interracial stories 
—they help people to understand one another's 


race better. 
Robert Plowden 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI: 

As a birthday treat, my fiance is 
taking me to Broadway’s Latin Quarter 
for supper and dancing. This is an im- 
portant date for me. Should I wear a 
party dress? 

Mattie Lewis 
Bronx, N. Y. 
Dear Mattie: 

If by party dress you mean an eve- 
ning dress, short or long, the answer is 
“No.” Broadway’s Latin Quarter is one 
of New York’s top tourist attractions, 
and you would be conspicuously over- 
dressed among hundreds of women in 
suits and casual frocks which they had 
worn through the day on tours of the 
shops and museums, or to the theater. 

Since this is an “occasion,” you need 
not dress as conservatively. Select an 
attractive Sunday evening or cocktail en- 
semble to enhance the outings festive air. 
Wear a perky, small hat, or one of those 
enchanting floral arrangements that sug- 
gest a chapeau of posies. Be sure your 
headdress is small. The Latin Quarter’s 
show is the main event, and the picture 
hat that is flattering to your face will be 
the target of extremely unflattering re- 
marks from patrons who cannot see 
around or through it. 

A good general rule to follow when 
choosing clothes for dining and dancing 
in public is: be smartly but simply 
dressed; wear a hat and gloves, and a 
minimum of jewelry. Be dramatic in a 
“little dress,” a hat that is imaginative, 
and one startling accessory. 








_ Isn't it good to know 
- you're using the very best! 


For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
in the BLUE SEAL package. 


Az seliene 


When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure "| (( ' Il | 








it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 
See how much smoother it is. That’s because 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


"HITE PeTRoLeuM JEL!’ 


on, 


Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!" 
VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 
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New Color-Keyed MAKE-UP 


BY LUCKY HEART 
._ the Answer to ree Beauty Prayers : | 


Face Powder : 
Choose from six per- © 

| fectly color-keyed 
shades of this soft, 
sheer, natural-looking | 
powder. It’s the = 
smoothest textured, 7 ~ 
longest-clinging 
powder ever. Only 90¢* | 





Stazon Lipstick 

Lively natura! colors, 

stays on fresh and 

bright, keeps you look- 

ing young and pretty. 

Creamy protection, too. 

In golden swivel case. Z 
Only $1.10* 


Stazon Nail Polish 
Lustrous color glides _ < 
smoothly on yourfinger - 
tips. Dries bright. Re- A 
sists chipping and peel- 
ing, lasts longer. 
Colors harmonize with | 
lipstick shades. 50¢* | | 





Stazon Flowing Rouge 
A tiny drop, smoothly 
blended, adds young 
glowing color that 
always looks natural, 
never rouged. So easy 
to apply because it 
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The Last Affair 


Forget the other girls you’ve 
kissed, 
Remember not their charms; 
Forsake the evil of their spells, 
For the comfort of my arms. 


Forget those haunting memories, 
Your other loves may share; 
The wedding’s set for 3 p. m., 
Consider me your last affair. 
—J. K. Hart 


Love’s Labors 


I bear no scars of our lost love, 
No wounds for time to heal; 
(1 hope the dagger that I bought 
Is made of stainless steel. ) 




















flows. 90¢* 
*PLUS TAX as 
COLOR pear d M a te Ch I do not miss the parties, 
y KEYEDES Color- eye ake -Up art Or the friends we used to know: 
Find your skin tone below «+ Read your shade to right across (I've tatned off the gas jets aa 
TOUCH LUCKY HEART  STAZON STAZON STAZON : 2 
SKIN TONE | MAKE-UPBASE FACE POWDER LIPSTICK FLOWING ROUGE NAIL POLISH As high as they will go.) 
aa : Hi Brown Flame F Match 
- Light Nut Brown | Red Raspberry Lively (cca I fi d ws t 
ght ie V. V. Red Nail Polish nd no reason to lamen 
(Tone) Nut Brown Flame Fad The years I spent on you: 
Creamy Brunette Light Teasin Brown | Red Raspberry Lively Lipstick ni : 
Medium Medium | Dusty Gold | V. V. Red Natural — (I hope I mixed the poison 
mpiexion ru ie e ° 
- ~ Like the label said to do.) 
(Tone) Nut Brown | Red Raspberry 
Dark Brunette Medium Teasin Brown V. V. Red Natural Black 
Light Brown Dark Dusty Gold Truly Red Deep Cherry So h fli Lack ] 
Complexion Coff Black Cherry Nail Polish o have your fling, cherchez la 
(Tone) Dusty Gold | V. V. Red ae femme, 
Oiive Dark Coffee Truly Red Natural Red Lipstick And all th : 
Dark Complexion Coco Brown Black Cherry Deep nd all that sort of rot: 
larkes , e . ° 
(This .38 will do the trick. 


























Lucky Heart proudly presents its new Color-Keyed Make-Up, created, designed, 
blended, tested and carefully made with your specific skin coloration in mind. 
As shown on the Chart above, there’s a shade of Stazon Lipstick, Rouge and 
Nail Polish, Soft Touch Make-Up Base or Powder that blends perfectly with 
your complexion—regardless of your own particular skin tone, texture or age. 


Why You Should Stop Using 
Your Old Make-Up RIGHT NOW! 


Brands and shades of make-up that look 
so good on TV-blonds or fair-skinned 
magazine brunettes do not, in fact, cannot 
ever look good on You. Such make-up 
was never meant for You to wear since it 
is not made with Your Skin Coloration in 
mind! Now, there’s no reason for You to 
use a “wrong-shade” make-up. Lucky 
Heart has solved your beauty problems. 
So the next time you buy an item of make- 
up, switch to Lucky Heart’s Color-Keyed 
Make-Up. 


COSMETICS 
Dept. 2G, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


How To Get Your Color-Keyed Make-Up 


Color-Keyed Make-Up, like all Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics, are sold exclusively 
through Lucky Heart Representatives. 
They’ll help you choose the cosmetic and 
beauty preparations right for You. Wel- 
come them when they call. If no Lucky 
Heart Representative calls on you now, 
please send coupon below. 








Lucky Heart Cosmetics, Dept. 2G 
390 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 
I would like to buy Lucky Heart Color-Keyed Make-Up 


but no Lucky Heart Representative calls on me. Please 
send me full information by return mail. 





If the sleeping pills do not.) 
—Lou Roberts 


A Change Of Heart 


I’ve seen you wink at other girls 
With poodle cuts and fancy curls 
Your head spins like a whirling 
dervish 
At every chick who’s fairly 
curve-ish. 


Before I’d marry you, I’d die 
But what’s that sparkle in your 
eye? 
Why darling! What a lovely ring! 
Of course I will, you silly thing! 
—Greg Robinson 











ve 


ms; 
ells, 
‘ms. 


ories. 
ire; 

nz. 

air. 

k. art 


love, 
~al; 
ought 


know: 
on 


la 


t.) 
oberts 


irt 


girls 
curls 
rling 


e 
your 


ring! 
hing! 
pinson 


ee 


UF LUVE 


Qualification 


I’m fond of steak and good cham- 
pagne 
I like to wander in the rain 


I leap for joy at Shakespeare’s 
verse 
[ love a mystery villain’s curse 


{ million things I crave to do 
I do, at least, when I’m with you 
—Louie Robinson 


I Love You, Too 


I said to her I love but you 

And she replied, “I love you, too.” 
She lingered long in my embrace 
Her silken hair caressed my face. 


She this reserved and did not tell 
That someone else she loved as well. 
And it was years before I knew 
How true her words, “I love you, 


” 


too. 
—Binga Dismond 


How Could I? 


It’s a fine day 

They say. 

[ hear it all around me 

But numbers shan’t confound 
me. 

The sky 

Can lie 

Say I. 


For how could it be 
A fine day when he 
Went away from me? 


A dark day, | hear; 
\ storm, they fear? 
But I, contrarywise, 
Say the cloud lies. 


Though it pour through each 
crack 
How can I agree? 
For my lover, my lover 
Came back to me. 
-[da Elaine James 











Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 7) 


me? Please help me because I don’t want | 
to lose him altogether. 
Yours truly, Bet | 


Dear Bet: 

You certainly are different! Not many 
girls would be so foolish as to wait pa- 
tiently for weeks for a fellow to visit them 
after she has all but begged him to come. | 
It all boils down to one simple fact... 
if the boy wanted to date you, he would 
make it his business to do so. It’s about | 
time you stopped being “old faithful” or 
a last resort when he can’t get dates with 
his regular girl friends. Suppose you come 
to your senses and realize that you are his 
last choice when the others aren’t avail- 
able. Look around for new friends and 
give him a taste of his own medicine. 
Maybe then he’ll wake up to the fact that 
you're a pretty wonderful girl after all. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17 years old and in love with a boy 
who is 18. We love each other very much, 
but he got into a little trouble a while ago 
by fooling around with the wrong bunch 
of boys. Now my mother doesn’t approve 
of me going with him. He says he has 
learned his lesson and is sorry about what 
happened. He knows the way she feels 
about him and would like to correct things 
as soon as he can. Right now he is away 
from our town and thinks he should ex- 
plain matters to her when he comes home. 
Do you think this is the right thing to do? 
After all a person can make one mistake. 
Please help me. Sincerely yours, 


Merlene L. | 


Dear Merlene: 

I honestly think a person is entitled to 
a second chance before he is called un- 
worthy and useless. Even so, I understand 
the fright your mother had when she dis- 
covered that her daughter’s boy friend was 
associating with a bunch of undesirable 
fellows that landed him into a heap of trou- 
ble. Above all else she has your interest 
at heart and she wants to give you every 
possible chance to grow up and be a re- 
spectable person. However, your boy 
friend does deserve a second chance, for 
I’m sure he can do better, and stay out of 
trouble. He must realize now that he has 
to choose his friends carefully and not 


hang around questionable places that cause | 


authorities to question his behavior. If he 
sincerely regrets his mistakes and is will- 
ing to do better I am sure your mother 
would be more than willing to accept a 
responsible boy as an escort for her daugh- 
ter. I might suggest, that if he is away for 
very long, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to 
write your mother a letter and a promise 
to do better in the future. 
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COSMETICS 


$50 to $250 in spare time 
as a welcomed and respected 
LUCKY HEART REPRESENTATIVE 


Men and women of all ages! Now you can 
earn extra Money for the things you want 
most just by making a few friendly calls a 
day. All you do is show, demonstrate and 
sell exclusive quality, nationally advertised 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics to friends, neighbors 
and relatives, people you know and like. You 
make 100% profit on most every sale of 
beautifully packaged Lucky Heart Cosmetics. 
No house-to-house selling required. 


We'll Show You How To Make Money 


We'll show you how, send you everything you 
need to get started now. You'll find your cus- 
tomers so pleased with Lucky Heart Cos- 
metics, they'll order from you time and again. 
You'll find it’s easy to make money for every- 
thing your heart desires the glamorous but 
dignified Lucky Heart way. Decide now to 
get your start with Lucky Heart by mailing 
the coupon below. You'll be richer for it. 


“I made $60 in my fost epave 
hours as a Lucky Heart 
Representative. Pretty soon, 
I had a group of regular 
customers who called me and 
gave me good size orders. Lucky 
Heart sure brought a Better Wa 
of Life to me and my family.” 


fyfria fionps ae 
FREE! 


DISPLAY CASE OFFER 


Write today for Full information and 
lucky Heart's offer of a beautiful 
Display Case oes containing full-size 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
Dept.2G2, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept. 2G2 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 
Yes! I want to earn big money making 
friendly calls. Please money-making 
details and FREE Display Case Offer. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY. eee 
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Dept. 3807 

rederi ks 1430 N. CAHUENGA BLVD 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 

#594 @ $12.98 Size ___1st color____2nd 
#570 @ $13.98 Size lst color 2nd 


(1 t enclose payment () Send C.0.D. (no C.0.D. 
without $1.00 deposit for each item) 
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COLORING 
Gt Home! 


Par at ge 


Leas 4070 


EASY TO LEARN. 


Sapplement 
wet gy ope home work for studios, stores, 








IMULATED DIAMOND LADIES 
ENGAGEMENT and WEneIs RINGS 


GQ Only of of'2 rir hale 


im You'll love these ri ngs—the simulated 
diamonds look like a ‘‘million —- 
rkle with many 
IONEY. Pay postman only 
NL ot, vine ogee tor og meas 
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color effect or reco Bt silver mount- 
ings. HAREM 
W Church St, Dept A 120, New York 7, WY. 


Both Rings for $1 





You Can Depend On 


ANA AC rt 


N. aG 


Won’t Upset The Stomach 
Anacin® not only gives stronger, faster 
relief from pain of headache, neuritis and 
neuralgia—but is also safer. Won’t upset 
the stomach and has no bad effects. You 
see, Anacin is like a doctor’s prescription. 
That is, Anacin contains not just one but 
a combination of medically proven, active 
ingredients. Scientific research has 
proved no single drug can give such 
strong yet such safe relief as Anacin. 
Buy Anacin Tablets today! 








By Margo Hughes 





CTOR DOTTS JOHNSON is recuperating from a ven- 
ture into the record distributing business, and has de- 
cided to stick to waxing only. The actor, who made his 
debut as a balladeer several seasons ago at New York’s 
Cafe Society Downtown, is readying a sensational album 


of his own ballads. 


Cute Olga James, Sammy Davis, Jr.’s girl 
friend in the Broadway show Mr. Wonderful, 
is singing sweet songs at a swank cafe after her 
nightly chores with the play are through. 





Dotts Johnson 


The Hi-Fi’s vocal quartet and their sponsoring angel had such a devil-of-a-time 
together they’ve come to a parting of the ways. The “Queen” Dinah Washington 


was their angel. 


The baby pink and white decor of Count Basie’s Harlem night club is the official 
color of the Count’s favorite fan club, New York’s fabulous Bon Bons. The interior 
was decorated by socialite Rubie Johnson, one of the club members. Count’s 


Catherine is a Bon Bon too. 


Pianist, Earl “Fatha” Hines, has deserted the East Coast and moved bag and 
baggage to Los Angeles where he has a night club contract and a radio disk jockey 
show. 

Sultry singer-dancer Eartha Kitt is taking her 
writing bit seriously. Now that her autobiogra- 
phy is finished she’s spending all her spare time 
off-stage making with the words. During a six- 
week engagement in Las Vegas, Eartha wrote 
a murder mystery. 


Young singer, Toni Harper, whose Candy Store Blues 
made her famous at 4 years, is showing signs of really having 
grown up. At 19, she’s recorded Love For Sale. 








Elaina Brooks 


Handsome Johnny Hartman sported rhinestone and pearl 
studded ruffled evening shirts at his Hollywood club dates. For those envious 
gentlemen who wondered where he found them . . . they were designed and jeweled 
by a Harlem designer who admits she and Johnny are very 


close friends. 


Jamaican born Elaina Brooks, New York’s 
top fashion model, has a problem. She landed 
a deejay job but is having difficulty finding a 
speech expert who can train her to speak with- 
out the West Indian accent, yet not lose it when 
she wants to use it. 

Gloria Lockerman, 13-year-old spelling expert of the , 


$64,000 Question TV Quiz, has had her own radio chit chat Sidney Poitier 
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Gloria Lockerman and her grandmother. 


show on a local 
Baltimore radio 
station for sev- 
eral months now. 


The Dorsey 
brothers, Tom- 
my and Jimmy, 
have their eye 
on new singing 
sensation Jimmy 


Earl Hines 


Randolph. He’s a protégé of baseball’s | 


Jackie Robinson. 


Dodger’s Junior Gilliam started off 
the baseball season in everything but the 
right frame of mind. The fellow driving 
his car back from Florida spring train- 
ing made off with his car and an 
expensive set of golf clubs, but sent 
Junior’s wardrobe home collect. Now 


he wonders what could be wrong about | 


his clothes, the rascal didn’t want them. 


Now that TV has revived the 
Our Gang comedies of silent 
screen 
fame, a 
vast talent 
search is 
on to find 
a new 
group of 
young- 
sters to 
make an- 
other bid 
for screen 
popularity. Got a little “Fa- 
rina” at your house? 





Toni Harper 


The Lady referred to in the movie | 
Goodbye, My Lady, which stars Sidney | 


Poitier and Louise Beavers with Phil 
Harris and Brandon de Wilde, is an 
African Basenji dog which lets out with 
a weird laugh or a haunting cry and 
weeps real tears. 
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Mrs. Bertha Key. 











YOU CAN ACTUALLY SEE RESULTS 
IN JUST A FEW DAYS! 


You can be lovelier — and that’s a 
promise! Try one jar of NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. Then watch your 
mirror every day. You’ll be delighted 
as you see your skin will grow light- 
er, brighter, clearer. 


Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 


skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75c and $1,25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.25 





inine voices say, “‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NaApDINOLA right 
away! NaDINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


oily, greaseless. Lightens Ni A D & ee  @ L A 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
















We are writing to ask you to publish our 
request for Pen Pals in your magazine. We 
think TAN is “Tops” and never miss an issue. 
We appreciate being able to read about the 
Negro entertainers themselves as in this part 
of Canada we never get a chance to see them 
in person and reading about them makes us 
appreciate their recordings even more. 

We are two Canadian girls (colored) who 
would like to have Pen Pals in the United 
States, Letters from servicemen will be very 
much welcomed. We are 20 and 21 years 
old and would like to hear from those between 
the ages of 21-25. All letters will be answered. 

Marcia & Sheree Langford 
62 Maynard Street 
Halifax, N. S., Canada 


| am German, 23 years old, tall and slender, 

good looking with dark hair and eyes and 

from a good family. I have been employed 

for the past five years as a secretary for the 

U.S. Army. I am a mother of a four-year-old 

colored boy and have the earnest wish to 

contact, through your magazine, a marriage 

partner for myself who will at the same time 
be a loving father to my son. 

Margot Frommer 

Stuttgart-Zuffenhausen 

39 Schwieberdingerstr 

Germany 


{ would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. | am interested in correspond- 
ing with young people between the ages of 
22-26. 

('m 22 years of age, brown skin, brown 
eyes and 5’5” tall. I like all kinds of music, 
dancing and sports. 

Jean Loring 
331 West 142nd Street 
New York, N. Y. 


| have recently started reading your maga- 
ine and have so far found it very enjoying 
and entertaining. 

Your page for Pen Pals gave me the idea 
to write a request for the correspondence of 
oung gentlemen (25-30), single, with aver- 
age or above intelligence, education and per- 
-onality. 

I’m a young lady of 22 years, 102 lbs. and 
with pleasant features. 

Loretta Brown 
370 West 116th Street 
New York, N. Y. 


[t's not so easy to find regularly copies of 
vour so interesting TAN magazine, but I buy 
it whenever I'm able to. 

Thanks to TAN, I'd like to make friends 
with American Negroes of both sexes, aged 20 
to 30, who feel like me, share my ideas or 
just feel theyll like me. 

| have learned to know and to love the 
Negro race in two different ways: 

First, as a resident of Ruanda (a lovely 
hills-and-lakes country in the heart of Africa, 
hetween Belgian Congo and British Uganda) 
where, lone white man—the post office was 
60 miles distant and no roads—lI have lived, 
worked and made frends with black people. 


16 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Secondly, since my teens, | have been (and 
very much am, too) a great lover of that 
wonderful Negro music which [| treasure in 
the form of hot records, not forgetting gospel 
songs and the real blues. 

Further particulars about me: I’m a Bel- 
gian, 5’9”, 152 lbs., been married, no children, 
speaking French, Dutch, English, Kiswahili 
and Kinyarwanda, am a mining prospector. 
Hobbies: study of traditional jazz, American 
books, theater, art (modern French painters 
mostly). ; 

Who'll like me enough to correspond with 
me? I'll answer! 

Rene Kriger 
39, Strategie 
Brussels, Belgium 


I sincerely would like to be entered in your 
Pen Pal column. I am very interested in 
meeting and writing new friends throughout 
the world. I am 23 years old, 5’10” tall and 
160 lbs., brown complexion. Here on post 
there is very little to do other than write. | 
will sincerely answer all letters. 

Sgt. Ronald D. Paul 
RA 15 471 239 
2232-2 USDB 


Newcumberland, Pa. 


| am a constant reader of TAN and cherish 

it as a fine magazine. I’m a “Professional 

Male Nurse,” age 26. I would like to corre- 

spond with people all over the world—both 

male and female. All letters will be welcome 
and answered promptly. 

G. A. Sponn, R.N.B.S. 

1935 “N” 32nd Street 

Philadelphia, Pa. 


During my readings of TAN as my family 
and | (mother, father, sister, etc.) read it 
monthly, I finally gave the Pen Pal section 
a second, but definite glance as an answer to 
my loneliness as I am a devoted student of 
music. [ would be very appreciative if it 
were possible that young ladies between the 
ages of 17-22, regardless of race, here and 
abroad, could see my letter requesting Pen 
Pals and would write me. 

| am 21 years old, a Negro and a Phila- 
delphian with reasonable features of a human 
being. I will exchange photos on request and 
will answer all correspondence. 

George J. Williams 
2214 North 19th Street 
Philadelphia 32, Pa. 


| am a girl 16 years old, 56”, weighing 
118 lbs. My hobbies are dancing, swimming 
and reading. | would like to correspond with 
both male and female from all parts of the 
world between the ages of 16-19. All letters 

will be faithfully answered. 
Lee Mack 


1326 Jenny Lind Street 
McKeesport, Pa. 


| would like to marry a Negro. I’m a 
German widow whose husband was killed in 
World War II. I’m a red-blond, blue green 


eves. mother of a 15-year-old daughter. I'm 

36 years old. I write and read English and 
am used to the American way of life. 

| would be very delighted to have a man 

around my age to correspond with. 

Frau Katye Hayen 

Ludwig Jollystrasse 54-56 

Maunheim, Germany 

Ap. 3 


Can | find a real Pen Pal somewhere who 
will take pity on me? 
| am a lonely divorcee and I’m craving tor 
friendship. [| am 42 years old and I’m con- 
sidered good-looking. | have my own car 
and big home and ! do not have to work, 
so | have lots of time on my hands. 
My hobbies are listening to records, danc- 
ing and like to go to all kinds of parties. 
Ann Holzer 
4004 Nicholas Street 
Easton, Pa. 


| am a girl of 16 and would like to corre- 

spond with people all over the world. All 
letters received will be answered. 

Rosemarie White 

604 Conklin Street 

Pittsburgh, Pa. 


| am 29 years old and | am divorced. | 

don’t drink or smoke. I have children and 

would love to correspond with a gentleman 

whe skes children and between the age of 

of 30-40. | am a member of the Church of 
Christ. 

(manda Stanley 

725 North 7th Street 

Arkansas City, Kan. 


| am interested in exchanging letters with 
boys and girls between the ages of 15-20. 
! will gladly answer all letters and exchange 


photos. 
Harold E. Olenski 
Commissarisstreet 9 
Paramaribo, Suriname, 
South America 


{ am a soldier of the Jamaica Regiment 
and am stationed in Jamaica, B.W.J. I am 
21 years old, 5’8” tall and weigh 156 lbs. 
have light complexion. I would like to cor- 
respond with girls between the ages of 17-25 
from America and/or England. | promise 
to answer all letters sent and will exchange 
photos. 

Pte. Vernon Hanlan 

The Jamaica Regiment 
C Company 

Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.L. 


I’ve been a reader of TAN for a very long 
time and [ think it’s a wonderful magazine. 

I would like very much to have some Pen 
Pals either Mexican or French. I am 19 
years old, 5’ 1”, weigh 109 lbs. I am a student 


nurse. 
Lola N. Griffton 

701 South 24th Street, Apt. 2D 

Richmond 3, Calif. 
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ILLY ECKSTINE has now been re- 

cording only a few months for RCA 
Victor but already he is getting better 
presentation and promotion on the label 
than he got during all his recent years on 
MGM. And what’s more, the lusty- 
voiced crooner’s new releases are scoring 
more favorably with the public than any 
of his records have done in a long time. 
Presently Billy has two click recordings 
on Victor: Bitter With The Sweet, a bal- 
lad; and Joey Joey Joey, a rhythmic 
torch tune from Frank Loesser’s score 
for the musical, The Most Happy Fella. 
Both get the trademarked Eckstine treat- 
ment and either could wind up a big hit 
(Joey was picked by Variety as a “Best 
Bet” for smash sales). 

While on MGM, Eckstine perhaps hit 
the lowest note in his fantastic career. 
Because of poor material mainly, his rec- 
ord sales trailed off to almost nothing 
and his name was bounced from the 
charts of top contenders in the disc 
derby. Eckstine appeared to have lost 
his once tremendous appeal as a record 
personality. 

Observing Mr. B.’s troubles at the 
time, stellar musician Miles Davis noted: 
“Billy Eckstine needs somebody like 
Sinatra to tell him what kind of tunes 
to sing and what kind of background to 
use.” 






By 


James Goodrich 


Eckstine didn’t seek out Sinatra as 
Davis suggested but he did switch labels 
from MGM to Victor. Apparently he had 
his own ideas about what was wrong 
with his records. 

From the day Eckstine signed on with 
Victor early this year, his move has 
proved a good one for him. Right from 
the start of his pact, he found a new 
interest among people in his career. Dur- 
ing his first recording session for Victor. 
for example, something unusual turned 
up in an industry which specializes in 
the unusual—a packed house of musi- 
cians, critics and record dealers sat in 
just to watch a singer make some rec- 
ords. So impressive was the turnout that 
one wag was moved to crack: “More 
people showed up at the studio to hear 
the great Mr. B. record than were at his 
last concert with Peggy Lee.” He re- 
corded Bitter With The Sweet and Grape 
Vine on the session. 

Once Eckstine had made his debut on 
Victor, he began to stage a sensational 
comeback on (Continued on Page 39) 
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$3.98 for Complete Outfit 


No Pills—no diets—no food supplements. 
Reduce as little or as much as you desire 
the healthy way—through comfortable ex- 
cessive perspiration — This is the way 
your reducing salon, gym instructor or 
beauty masseur advises. In place of a 
bulky expensive steam cabinet, we now 
have the new SLIM Suit. 


Just Look Here! 
Sensational easy way to obtain glamorous 
legs, thighs, abdomen, arms and hips. 
Pure Virgin Vinyl that can be cleaned with 
a damp cloth. 
@ Wear alone or over shorts, pants, tee 
shirts, etc. 
Works while you play, eat, sleep. 
Does away with any medication. 
Will not chap or irritate but cuts off air 
circulation to induce healthful sweating. 
© No size problem—one suit women and 


opaq 
and hardy elasticized wrist and ankle 
s. 
© Free! Doctors Approved Slimming Plan 


HI 


GET NEW GLAMOUR NOW! 
Do Not Delay! Start this easy simple in- 
expensive means to reduce—Today. Order 
now—Only $3.98 plus postal charges or 
enclose check or money order and we 
pay all charges. 


SLIM SUIT, Inc. | 
26 Court St., Dept. 388, Brooklyn 1, N.Y. 


Please send me (_ ) SLIM SUITS. I enclose 
check or money order for $3.98 each. ( ! 
Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $3.98 plus | 
approx. 65c C.O.D. charges (save 65c by 

sending $3.98 with order). } 



















The potentials of singer-comedienne Pearl 
Bailey are yet to be fully tested. Critics 
say she’s a sepia Fanny ¥ ard. 





THE WORLD’ 
TWELV 








| Ask any two entertainment fans to name the greatest Negro 


performer show business has produced and the results will be a heated 


argument. But ask them to name the twelve greatest Negro performers 


and the results will be singular—an endless, explosive dispute. 


'S 
| GREATEST NEGRO 
ENTERTAINERS 


By DAN BURLEY 


T’S BEEN A LONG TIME since anyone tried to select an array of Negro show 
business talent that might be acclaimed as the greatest on the boards. Like 
p all-American football teams and all-star combinations in various other sports, the 
selection of any kind of entertainment talent is always controversial, yet, at the 
same time, always interesting and thought-provoking. 
Entertainers are perhaps more jealous of their reputation or billing than any 
Fother professional group. How they are advertised and described in newspapers 
and magazines is often the vital link between what they earn and their status in 
| the trade. Consequently, the rivalry for “top billing” is always present in the world 
/of make-ivelieve and the fortunate few who fulfill the advance notices of columnists 
| and other writers are the ones who get to be the Kings and Queens of the profession. 
That is why annual band popularity polls, contests and other awards are today 
' big business. Like beauty contests, they give the public a chance to argue about 7 
the respective merits and abilities of their favorite musicians and singers. The lack 
| of such polls in the general field of entertainment might be said to have prevented Poise, matchless harmony and rhytion 
“many deserving performers from getting national attention. have made Mills Brothers one of greatest 
It was the late Bill (Bojangles) Robinson who first pinpointed the term, quartets in show business. 
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Ella Fitzgerald ranks as Swing Queen be- Selection of Sarah Vaughan had to be auto- As “world’s greatest” trumpeter, Lows 
Cause of her perfect pitch singing and ex- matic. Her ability to entertain has wafted (Satchmo) Armstrong is rated as one of 
quisite ease of vocal projection. her to show business heights. the all-time greats of show business. 
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The amazing versatility of Eartha Kitt has 
carved for her a niche as an entertainer 
in a class of her own. 





of entertainment onstage, in films. 
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Katherine Dunham, as a danseuse and 
choreographer, pioneered her own brand 


The truly great entertainer today is a versatile performer, 


has the ability to evoke pity, humor; employs satire and 


has a flare for the dramatic as depicted in song, dance 


and dialogue. 


“Greatest,” as the epitome of praise for 
a performer. He and his agent, Marty 
Forkins, one day decided they would “go 
for broke,” and Bill was thenceforth 
known by the title, “World’s Greatest 
Tap Dancer.” He was. Manager Joe 
Glaser titled Louis Armstrong as the 
“World’s Greatest Trumpet Player.” It 
stuck. 

There have been others who have been 
rightly called “The Greatest,” among 
them, Marian Anderson, “greatest con- 
tralto”; Carol Chilton and Maceo 
Thomas, “world’s greatest” Charleston 
dancers; Art Tatum, “world’s greatest” 
jazz piano virtuoso and so on. But most 


critics and writers studiously avoid even 
attempting to select a limited group of 
current show business talent as the tops 
in action today. 

The writer, after months of conversa- 
tion and correspondence with critics, 
managers, agents, producers, directors 
and others in a position to know the 
value of Negro talent, believes it will be 
hard to surpass the twelve Negroes pre- 
sented here as the absolute apex of the 
world of the colored entertainer. It was 
decided to select twelve because a greater 
variety might be presented as well as due 
to the fact that of the thousands of Negro 
entertainers now working, only a hand- 





5 ss | 
When an entertainer’s recordings sell sev- 
eral millions, like those of Nat (King) Cole, 
he deserves rating as a top star. 





ful might fit the bill. 

It is to be emphasized that this selec- 
tion is based on performers now active 
in show business. This, of course, forces 
the regretful elimination from considera- 
tion of such hallowed names as Bill Rob- 
inson, Bert Williams, Ernest Hogan, 
Florence Mills, Ira Aldridge, Earl 
Snakehips) Tucker, Miller and Lyles, the 
Berry Brothers, Marshall (Garbage) 
Rogers, Billy King, Buck and Bubbles, 
Avis Andrews, Alma Smith, Jigsaw Jack- 
son, the Cotton Club Boys, Norton and 
Norton, Meeres and Meeres, Adelaide 
Hall, Mamie Smith, the Five Cracker. 
jacks, Fats Waller, Galli de Gaston, Wal- 
ter Richardson and Jelly Roll Morton. 

Today, the Negro is an integral part of 
the entertainment world and in numbers 
never dreamed of in prior years. Stars 
are being created overnight on the basis 
of one hit recordings. Television is 
nightly bringing new colored entertain- 
ers to the front. 

Poorly trained performers, as a result, 
are making the jump from obscurity to 
the limelight without being forced 
through the mill of experience through 
which all great stars have traditionally 
passed in the great tradition of “suffer, 
starve and then star” of the world of 


amusement. 





Lena Horne’s beauty, brains and vowe 
combine to make her a worthy successor 
to the late, lamented Florence Mills. 
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The basis of selection here is drawn 
from the fundamentals on which the 
worth of a performer is judged. Among 
them are his ability to evoke pathos. 
humor, to employ satire; a strong sense 
of the dramatic to build the illusion of 
romance and to interpret it through song, 
dialogue, or pantomime. The outstand- 
ing entertainer must be highly versatile 
and above all he must have the strong 
initiative to push forward to better per- 
formances each time out. This, in turn, 
requires inspiration that must be unflag- 
ging no matter how tough it is for the 
performer to climb the ladder. 

This kind of background is seen in 
the meteoric rise to stardom of Sammy 
Davis Jr. The 30-year-old multi-talented 
mimic was, so to speak, “raised in a 
suitcase” backstage in a theater dressing 
room. His marvelous capacity for mim- 
icry plus diligent study and rehearsing 
have paid off beyond his wildest dreams. 
Critics acclaim him as one of the world’s 
foremost mimics. His versatility is shown 
in his brilliant dancing, singing and all- 
round abilities in all fields of show busi- 
ness. His nearest rival among the col- 
ored mimics, George Kirby, doesn’t 
dance nor sing. 

Lionel Hampton and Louis (Satchmo) 
Armstrong are two bandleaders whose 
right to inclusion in this selection should 
be unquestioned. Aside from his amaz- 
ing versatility as a percussionist—drums, 
vibes and piano—Hampton stands out 
as a master artist in his own right. He 
sparks his groups whether they be trios 


or 30 piece orchestras into shows com- 
plete in themselves with himself as the 





No bandleader in jazz history has packed 
the rhythm, excitement and exuberance as 
has Lionel Hampton, the King of Swing. 


natural star with boundless energy. 

The artistry of Louis Armstrong, on 
the other hand, stands out because of the 
infectious way he sings and the rare 
combination of his unique instrumental 
talent with the all so necessary sense of 
timing. He is a rare musician, a stylist, 
a comedian, a singer, a historian of his 
medium. 

At a time when such grand performers 
as Ethel Waters, Valaida Snow and Jose- 
phine Baker have faded into the back- 
ground, the emergence as a tremendous 
entertainer of singer Pearl Bailey is one 
of the big stories of the Negro in show 
business. Only ten years ago she traveled 
almost incognito in the shadow of her 
famous dancing brother, Bill. Then all 
of a sudden things happened for her. 

The girl for whom the future seemed 
to promise only off-beat night club sing- 
ing and dancing jobs, overnight became 
the sensation of the stage, mainly be- 
cause of her inspired playing in the 
short-lived Broadway musical comedy, 
St. Louis Woman. Today she has won 
recognition as one of the truly great 
comediennes of stage, television and 
night clubs. Pearl is another whose un- 
erring sense of timing has paid off big. 

Actually, these are times when super- 
talented Negro women performers are 
very few. While it is true that there are 
dozens working as singers and dancers, 
the era when women were the big noise 
of the show world seems to have dimmed. 
Aside from Pearl Bailey, there is no top- 
ranking comedienne. Instead, the public 
seems satisfied with vocalists who spe- 
cialize in singing only. As a result, a 


brand new crop of entertainers has 
cropped up which concentrates only on 
song interpretation. 

Tops among them are the veteran Ella 
Fitzgerald and stylist Sarah Vaughan. 
All their talent, it seems, is in their voices 
which is more than enough to keep them 
on the throne. With Ethel Waters and 
Billie Holiday, Ella and Sarah are the 
most imitated of all the female singers. 
“They don’t need to do anything but 
sing.” a night club operator who has 
presented both, declared recently. 

Another woman whose great ability 
has projected her into the world enter- 
tainment spotlight is singer-actress Lena 
Horne. Some say hers is a “manufac- 
tured” talent; that the girl who started 
out as a Cotton Club chorine, acquired 
her singing ability only after endless re- 
hearsing and practicing. However she 
accomplished it, the fact remains that 
Lena Horne is one of the foremost en- 
tertainers of them all. She is as equally at 
home before the movie cameras as she 
is on stage or television. 

For a while, there was a widespread 
opinion that Eartha Kitt was a flash in 
the pan. Said one critic: “She has no 
real voice, she is no great dancer nor is 
she more than a better-than-average ac- 
tress, but she’s dynamite in anything she 
does!” The South Carolina-born little 
night club singer cannot claim beauty, 
either. However, she combines what she 
has into one of the most fantastic ap- 
proaches to entertainment in show busi- 
ness. She has met the test of talent in 
drama, night club singing, and television 
dancing in re- (Continued on Page 39) 





Dynamic little Sammy Davis Jr., all-around 
versatility as a singer, mimic, dancer and 


musician have lifted him sky high. 


Even while he is still working, Billy (Black 
Magic) Daniels is a legend, ranking with 
Russ Colombo, Crosby in appeal. 
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and pretty clothes are nice to have, but Betty learned 
‘on that she will not forget: they are never worth the 


_ price of self-respect and a clear conscience. 


ARTED OUT LIKE any other day, with me dragging from class to class, 
—consumed with gnawing self-pity because my last year in high school had 
such a flop. As usual, all through English Lit—my last class of the day—I’d 
ng broodingly at the back of Steve Prentiss’ dark, curly head, wishing 
that things could have been different with me. . . . So I’d have a chance 
when the bell rang that day Steve turned around and looked straight at me. 
denly everything had begun to be different. There was something warm and 
in the way he smiled that made my heart start flipping crazily, that made 
e while he made his way back to my desk. 

g my way, Betty?” he asked. 

so surprised I couldn’t even speak for a minute. Steve Prentiss, one of the 
most popular fellows at school—asking me! “No,” I said finally. “I go— 

way... 
looked disappointed. All around us, kids were pack- (Continued on Page 71) 











Once scoffed at by whites as dirty music, rock ’n’ roll’s 
brassy lyrics and barrelhouse beats 


have been parlayed into a half 
billion dollar industry in which white singers get 
“filthy” rich while Negroes, the originators, 


get poor pay and little credit. 


a i Pe . =. 

Steve Gibson of Red Caps, no rock ’n’ 

roller himself, puts in some background 
notes for Georgia Gibbs, white singer. 


Cy AFTERNOON back in 1920, a 
solemn-faced comedian named Per- 
ry Bradford walked into the old Okeh 
Recording Studio in New York’s West 
45th Street and put on wax a double- 
entendre song titled My Baby Rocks Me 
With One Steady Roll, a boldly risque 
sex song from the pen of venerable Chi- 
cago songwriter J. Bernie Barbour. It 
caught on so quickly that the great blues 
singer, Trixie Smith, recorded it and 
Perry Bradford, discoverer of Mamie 
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Elvis Pressley, southern-born white blues 
shouter, skyrocketed to top on rock ’n’ roll 
tear-jerker, “Heartbreak Hotel.” 


By DAN BURLEY 


Smith, the first Negro blues singing rec- 
ord star, made a small fortune in royal- 
ties. 

Today, 36 years later, they’re still sing- 
ing variations of the ancient Steady Roll 
theme but to different tunes and under 
various titles such as Bill Haley’s Rock 
Around The Clock by Wynonie (Mr. 
Blues) Harris and numerous others. 

Perry Bradford today is more or less 
forgotten except among old time pals 
around the Brill Building on Broadway, 


av. 


a x li 

Veteran Kay Starr, is foremost blues a 

rock ’n’ roll white female singer. Her Rock 
’n’ Roll Waltz sold over a million. 


headquarters of Tin Pan Alley, whet™ 
he operates his own Perry Bradford Meg 


oa 


sic Publishing Co., and so is J. B 
Barbour forgotten. But the song they pit 
over has become the basis of a half bk® 


lion dollar new music industry off whic 


hundreds of white singers and musicia 


are getting “dirty rich” while the ce 


groes who originated most, if not all d 


it, have a tough time trying to eke ol 


a living as they attempt to crash the 
and color barriers that keeps them 





wl 


witimate competition in an art form 
, themselves, created! 
© At the same time, Negro songwriters, 
ingers and musicians find themselves 
gain being castigated and maligned ra- 
Welly for creating something that has 
been stolen from them and exploited to 
! hilt. Just the other day, Dr. Francis J. 
aceland of the Hartford (Conn.) Insti- 
inte of Living, a nationally famous psy- 
phiatrist, labeled Rock and Roll “a com- 
imunicable disease with music appealing 
ip adolescent insecurity and driving teen- 
gers to do outlandish things. . . . It’s 
gannibalistic and tribalistic . . .” 


In Birmingham, a rabid Negro-hater 
named Asa (Ace) Carter, executive sec- 
retary of a White Citizens Council, bel- 
lowed that Rock and Roll music was 
“NAACP-inspired” and designed to “de- 
stroy” the morals of young white Ameri- 
cans. He called for a boycott of places 
where the juke boxes feature such music. 
New England police today are still busy 
breaking up teen Rock and Roll parties 
while on Broadway, Tin Pan Alley song- 
writers have a nationwide campaign roll- 
ing in association with name disc jockeys 
to ban the so-called “smut” of Rock and 
Roll from juke boxes, radios and tele- 


vision programs. 

Meanwhile, and in spite of the mount- 
ing opposition to the craze, teen America, 
Negro and white, has embraced the so- 
called “New” music as its very own. In 
Brooklyn a while back, white disc jockey 
Allan Freed called “The Moondog” 
staged a Rock and Roll show at the Para- 
mount Theater on Flatbush Avenue that 
is still talked about in tones of awe in 
booking agencies and elsewhere. The 
show shattered an all-time American 
theater box office mark by grossing $220,- 
000 in only ten days. Theater officials 
said lines at the Paramount’s box office 
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fe Her kee Wl-timer Perry Bradford’s 1921 record of 
million. One Steady Roll” was granddaddy of to- 


day’s rock ’n’ roll music patterns. 
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formed as early as 5 a.m.! 
The Freed show, typically, featured 15 
Rock and Roll groups of Negro and 
white singers and an 18-piece mixed 
band led by Freed in person. Other Rock 
and Roll shows currently traveling the 
nation’s show routes are similar. These 
are in the main, itinerant package shows 
featuring the “processed” haired, frock- 
coated young singing groups that the 
packing crowds into auditoriums, sta- 
diums and theaters across the country. 

Such Rock and Roll songs as Blue 
Suede Shoes, Teen-ager’s Prayer, Tutti 
Fruitti, Bo Weevil, Why Do Fools Fall 
In Love?, Eddie My Love and others 
frequently dominate the song popularity 
charts and appear on the Hit Parade. In 
other years, such songs would have been 
labeled tripe and consigned to Negro ra- 
dio shows and back country juke joint 
audiences. 

With few exceptions, white singing 
groups are falling over themselves get- 
ting on the Rock and Roll bandwagon. A 
curious sidelight of this situation can be 
seen in the fact that just five years ago 


‘* 





4ilan Freed and Count Basie 
are far apart. Freed is the rock 
’n’ roller, not Count. 


there were only a handful of white sing- 
ing quarters in a field completely domi- 
nated by such Negro groups as the Mills 
Brothers, the Ink Spots, the Basin Street 
Boys, the Charioteers, Deep River Boys, 
Delta Rhythm Boys, Golden Gate Quar- 
tet, Cats ’n’ Fiddle, the Mariners, Billy 
Williams Quartet and others. Today, 
there are more than 100 white outfits 
like the Crew Cuts, Four Aces, Bill Haley 
and his Comets, Something Smith and 
the Red Heads, Ames Brothers, the Gay- 
lords and the Four Lads. 

This is all the more reason why Negro 
singers, and 


songwriters, musicians 
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LaVerne Baker tried to sue 
Georgia Gibbs for stealing ar- 
rangement of tune. 














































































14-year-old Frankie Lymon wrote “Why Do Fools Fall In Love” for his Teen-agers 


Quartet. The rock ’n’ roll tune climbed quickly to top other juke box hits. 
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others bitterly resent the broad inference 
that Rock and Roll music has been 
turned into a weapon with which to at- 
tack and libel the entire race. After read- 
ing Dr. Braceland’s blast in a music 
trade magazine, a Negro Rock and Roll 
composer muttered: “What’s eating that 
cat and the rest of em? We aren’t writ- 
ing these tunes for them. We write for 
ourselves and our own people who aren’t 
hollering about it. But as fast as we come 
up with something new, they grab it, 
make a fortune off it and then insult us 
to boot. Nobody’s forcing white kids to 
buy the records or to pay their way into 





Veteran Ruth Brown is one of 
original sparks of rock ’n’ roll 
craze that swept the nation. 





Wynonie (Mr. Blues) Harris 
revived rock ’n’ roll during 
1940s while touring Dixie clubs. 


the theaters and dance halls where col 


ored singers and musicians play. No 
body’s forcing ’em into listening to the 
music or dancing to it. Maybe they 
ought to try originating something d 
their own for a change!” 

Actually, Rock and Roll music is & 
old as the Negro. In the early 1900s 
white people in high places screamel 
that the Negro-created Ragtime must 
was immoral. In 1920, when Negro 
originated Jazz broke out of New Orleats 
and swept the country like wildfire, the) 
said it was sinful music, the work @ 
“savages.” In (Continued on Page 82) 
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TEEN 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


T IS EARLY NOON, the summer sun 
is hot and bright, and very shortly 
ithe train heading West is due in. Sud- 
denly from a dusty side street a roaring 
jalopy flashes to an abrupt stop in front 
the union station depositing a heap 
gum chewing, giggling teen-agers. 
or a long minute it’s difficult to decide 
hat’s going on. Are they by any chance 
a their way to a picnic or beach party? 
if so, their garb is perfectly suited, but 
surely they couldn’t be dressed for a 
train ride! 

At long last, after much confusion you 
realize that one member of the gang is 
taking a trip, and since that’s who we’re 
interested in, let’s look beyond the heap 
of gangling legs and soda pop bottles. 

Past Candy Jones, dressed in soiled 
brief shorts . . . on to Eddie Anderson 
the “cool one,” and finally in despera- 
tion we reach vacation-bound Sophia 
Allen, the lucky traveler heading West 
for four wonderful weeks. 

At best Sophia is only a slight im- 
provement over the others. True she is 
wearing a hat, and though it’s set at a 
rakish angle, nevertheless it’s still a hat. 
One earring is missing and her bright 
red lipstick is liberally smeared from ear 
to ear. Her full, white dress of delicate 
voile is already wrinkled, and though 
very pretty, is certainly not suitable for 
traveling. 





However, at present Sophia isn’t too 
interested in her appearance and would 
rather not be disturbed. She’s busy 
planting goodbye kisses on her current 
boy friend, Earl Brown, and frankly they 
both look very silly. The others are get- 
ting embarrassed, and hope this open-air 
smooching session will come to a quick 
end. Reluctantly Sophia pulls out of one 
clinch, only to be swooped into another. 
Evidently she has forgotten her dignity! 

In contrast to Sophia’s disorganiza- 
tion we meet another teen-ager in the 
station and she too is about to embark on 


a vacation out West. She’s pretty, perky 
Susan Long. Accompanying Susan at 
the station is her best girl friend and her 
mother. She was wise enough to tell her 
boy friend goodbye last night, and now 
she can devote that time towards saying 
goodbye to her mother and friend. Susan 
is popular, but she doesn’t need an audi- 
ence of teen-agers around her to prove it. 

She is dressed smartly in a cool cotton 
traveling suit with contrasting white 
gloves and hat to complete her outfit. 
Her shoes are comfortable and stylish, 
too. In Susan’s purse is the necessary 
information she will need, such as train 
ticket, identification, parent’s name, ad- 
dress and telephone number and extra 
spending money. All in all, she is effi- 
ciently prepared to face her train trip 
and vacation with poise and assurance. 
She has written ahead for her friends 
to meet her train, indicated the number 
of days she is staying and also the day 
of her departure for home. This vaca- 
tion means a lot to her and she has care- 
fully planned it to the last detail. 

Our colorful bombshell Sophia, after 
catching her breath from that last mad 
clinch is thrashing around trying to gain 
her composure. A minute ago she was 
certain she had her purse, but right now 
it seems to be missing. Vainly she tries 
to straighten her dress and adjust her 
hat. The other earring is gone for good, 
so off comes its mate, too. Oh dear, she 
exclaims, these last minute details are 
nerve wracking. Frantically she hops out 
of the car, and poor Earl (who’s a little 
hot and tired by this time), manfully 
follows her. The purse falls from her 
wrinkled dress (thank goodness) and is 
hurriedly snatched up. We hope the 
ticket is inside along with the other im- 
portant information. If these details had 
been taken care of last night this rush 
could have been eliminated. 

Down the track the train rounds the 

(Continued on Page 70) 



















Summer Beauties 






Enjoy the sun, 
yet still have a light, 
lovely complexion! Start 
using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as di- 
rected and see your skin 
become lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look- 
ing. Its bleaching action 
works inside your skin. 
Modern science knows 
of no faster way of 
lightening skin. 







































and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
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HELP YOUR HEART 







UST LIKE THERE are lots of mother- 

in-law jokes and absent-minded pro- 
fessor jokes, there are hundreds of gags 
about office romances between boss and 
secretary. Maybe these comical stories 
are rib-splitting—but they are funny to 
everyone but me. I| have an excellent 
reason for being left Eskimo Pie cold 
when someone cracks about an employer 
taking dictation from some cute little 
trick who calls herself his secretary—or 
when people talking about beautiful 





way. happens to be writing. 
columnist for one of the major Negro 
weeklies which is circulated nationally. 
I’ve been in the game for a number of 
years and if | gave my right name, its 
pretty certain that many people would 


recognize it. 
] want to tell you about Donna. 


My story—as far as vital statistics go 
—began thirty-eight years ago in a small 
Alabama city. But the details which fol- 
lowed my birth won't interest you or 





young girls sitting on the boss’ knee. For 
| have just recently rescued myself from 
enslavement to my own secretary—and if 
| sound whimsical about it. that’s only 
a front to cover up the fact that it be- 
came a serious situation which threat- 
ened to wreck all my chances for happi- 
ness and success. 

Telling my story is a healthy way of 
getting the whole business out of my sys- 
tem for once and all. I've never written 
a confessions story before. That kind of 
writing is out of my line. My line, by the 


contribute to this tale. Except. of course. 
that | went to a big city (not wanting to 
be identified, 1 can’t state which one). 
worked my way 


school, started at the bottom rung of 
and 


through journalism 


newspaper work as a copy boy 
worked myself up to a pretty important 
and well-paying job as sports columnist 
over a twenty-year period. 

And—long before Donna—there was 
Sue. 

] met her ten years ago—when | was 


firmly convinced that marriage was for 


] am a 


the birds—and not smart birds. By vir- 
tue of my position as staff man on an im. 
portant weekly. I had contact—and | do 
mean direct contact—with a whole ad. 
dress book full of attractive girls. some 
married. some who wanted to get that 
way. | fooled around with so many other 
men’s wives that | had become con. 
vinced a married man was the worst 
kind of sucker. | was perfectly content 
with my free, single and often-dated 
existence. No Lohengrin for me. No sir 


Then Sue smiled at me across a cafe 
teria counter and | burned by tongue 
with the hot coffee and lost my temper— 
and my heart. 

It was inexcusable for me to have los! 
my temper the way I did when the scald- 
ing coffee seared my taste buds. It wasn! 
the fault of the slim, brownskinned git! 
who had served it to me with a smile. 
It wasn’t her fault either that | was ur 
prepared for the almost indescribable 
sweetness of that smile and the pur 
beauty of the face which wore it. 
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' I'd been coming into this cafeteria for 
years. No one had warned me that this 
new, lovely thing had been added to the 
personnel. 

“Why don’t you serve the coffee a 
jittle hotter?” I exploded at her. “You 
only made me burn my tongue. As long 
as you were at it, why didn’t you arrange 
toseald my tonsils out?” 

The minute the ill-tempered remark 
was out, I was sincerely sorry. The smile 
faded from the pretty face of the wait- 


tess. She looked about her nervously and 
I felt like a heel. I realized that I had 
put her on the spot by sounding off like 
that on her first day on the job. Rapid- 
ly, the girl removed the offending coffee 
from in front of me and went to get me 


another cup. 

“I'm sorry,” she said, placing the new 
cup of coffee in front of me. “I’m sorry 
you burned yourself.” 

Everyone in the place had looked our 
way when I shouted at her and the boss, 
who felt it was good business to keep in 


good with all the folks from my office 
who patronized his place, was looking at 
the new waitress in a most unkind man- 
ner. 

I wanted to apologize to the girl for 
being such an unreasonable fellow, but 
my pride wouldn’t let me. Ungraciously, 
I accepted the coffee, sipped it cautiously 
and scanned my morning paper. 

I couldn’t keep my attention on the 
paper. however. Aside from the fact that 
| was suffering from a miserable sense 


of guilt, | was intrigued by the waitress 

-the classically neat figure, the almost 
unbelievable innocence of the pretty face, 
the soft brown eyes and the loose-swing- 
ing grace of her as she moved behind the 
counter. 

| took a look at my watch and noted 
it was just about time to be making it 
across the street to the office. The Old 
Man didn’t care what you did or didn’t 
do after you’d reported in, but he was 
a stickler for us keeping morning time. 
I laid an especially generous tip on the 


counter and went over to the cashier’s 
bar where Ned, the boss, was taking in 
the loot. 

“Hi, Danny,” he greeted me. 

“Hi! Who’s the new dreamboat?” | 
asked casually. 

“Sue, you mean?” he countered. “Sue 
Ross. But she’s not your speed. One of 
those rare girls you find seldom in the 
big city jungle. Sweet, not too sophisti- 
cated. Sorry she goofed your coffee for - 


” 


you. She'll learn. 


“T shouldn’t have blown my top at her, 
Ned,” I confessed. “Guess I got up wrong 
this morning. Give the girl a break. She 
does seem like an awful nice kid.” 

Ned’s grin made me feel self-con- 
scious. I hastened out of the shop, 
headed across the street, thinking with 
my usual philosophy: “Another day— 
another buck.” 

But that day wasn’t the same as others. 
I had an important column to do on an 
eager-beaver ex-champ who thought he 
could come (Continued on Page 64) 
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When I barged unexpectedly 

into Cream’s apartment I saw 

for the first time her bene- 
factor—hers and mine. 


AM GONNA PACK my suitcase, 
movin’ on down the line. 

That’s the famous line big Joe Wil- 
liams sings with the rockin’ Basie or-° 
chestra in his sobbing version of Every 
Day. 

Thing that makes me think of that line 
this minute is that I’m doin’ exactly that 
tonight. Packin’ my suitcase, movin’ 
down the line. I’ve tried to make it in 
this fabulous New York, but I’ve decided 
that old folks weren’t just crackin’—they 
were fackin’ when they said you can take 
the man out of the country, but you can’t 
take the country out of the man. 

Humph. Joe Williams think he got the 
blues every day. Man, he ain’t never 
seen no blues. Not no blues like I’ve been 
huggin’ right to my chest ever since the 
night the devil invented. The night | 
lost my heart and hocked my soul for 
the love of a woman who must have been 
born in hell and fathered by Old Red 
Horns himself. 

Yeah, I got the blues and | can’t get 
well until I get out of this city. It’s a big 
city, but it’s too small for me and that 
two-timin’, sweet-talkin’, self-lovin’ wom- 
an who’s made me her slave and her fool 
and—worse still—made me love it for 
the last thousand years or more—at least 
it seems that long that I’ve been in this 
she-devil’s clutch. 

Jeannie Mae would call me a coward 
—say I was running away because | 
can’t face the music. Well, maybe I am 
a coward. But I’ve discovered that love 
is like any other war and I figure I’d 
rather be a live coward than a dead hero. 
And mixed up, confused, abused and 
misused, mistreated, defeated and 
cheated like I feel, if there’s another way 
out, I can’t see it. 

Packin’ my suitcase, moving on down 
the line. 

Guess I'll take ten in this packing busi- 
ness. All I been doin’ for the last hour 
ever since coming to my decision, is 
movin’ around this apartment, gathering 
up things I think I’ll need and shaking 
my head over things I want to leave be- 
cause they'll only remind me of Miss 
Trouble. I'd like to give some of them 

(Continued on Page 57) 
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(As Told To Louie Robinson ) 
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How WOULD YOU like to be twelve feet tall with 






a pocket full of stardust and a swingin’ band blowin’ cool stuff inside 

your head all day? Want to be as strong as old John Henry 

and whalin like Casey Jones? Come along with me. | can show you how. 
The only trouble is. it seems that just when you're ridin’ along on top. : 

when you re right out there on old Cloud Nine. things go wrong. and you 

land with a bang. Then you ve got that monkey on your back, clawin’ and scratchin’ 

for a strangle-hold on your neck. You can’t kick it. so you've got 


to find the man with the horse. Nothin’ else can help. I know. I'm twenty-three 





years old, and I've been a drug addict since I was seventeen. 
How does it feel? Like I told you. it’s the craziest. At 


least. at first. Then it’s like the water you 





drink or the food you eat, only more important. It takes that old 

“fix” to keep you going. And when you can't af- 

ford it. you do what I do—beg. borrow, steal. You're 
hooked. 

It’s funny how many people don’t know about things like this. 

I mean, they think dope is somethin’ you have 

to go off to some smoky cellar in Chinatown to find, or 

buy from some sleazy-lookin’ foreigner in a dark 

alley. They think it’s as rare as cactus grow- 

ing out of a Harlem sidewalk. Only it isn’t. Its right 

around you. I’ve been exposed to it all my life, and 

vet when | told my folks | was an addict. 

they cried like babies. They couldn’t believe it could happen 

to me. (Continued on Page 80) 


33 





ust let this 


. 


f here and fight to re- 
easy way—j 


can go out o 


you can do one of two things. You can sit 
8 to make Cs One is the 


self-pity, or you 





is y 





w in your own 


HERE, MRS. HOLMES 















I’m Mrs. Verna Holmes. Jerry Holmes is my husband. I love him with all my 
heart, and I’m convinced he loves me. We’re back together, and we’re happily mar- 
ried. We're the parents of a heaJthy, happy little boy, and we’re buying our own 
home. But, just a year ago, when I went to talk with our family pastor, it seemed all 
was lost. It seemed that ours was just another broken marriage. 

Now, every time I hear about a wife who has lost her husband to “the other 

woman,” I am reminded of Rev. Williams’ advice. And I wish I could take that 
wife to his untidy little office in that rickety little church of his back home and get. ~ _ - 
him to tell her exactly what he told me that Sunday after- (Continued on Page 51) | 
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‘Vow, see here, Mrs. Holmes. You can sit 
ind stew in your own self-pity or xem can. 
fight to regain your husband.” ~ : 














I was ashamed of the electric tingle which ractt 
through my body as Ty held me in his arm, 
swaying me toa waltz rhythm. 








which raced 
in his arm, 
‘hm. 


WHEN CUPID-PLAYING 


AGNES MIXED A MIDDLE- 


AGED WOMAN WITH A 

DASHING YOUNG MAN, 
E RESULTS KNOCKED 
HER OFF HER FEET. 


YOUNG MAN 
BLUES 


IHEY say there's no fcol like an old fool. I'd like to amend that statement to 

say there’s no one so foolish, at times, as a middle-aged woman madly in love 

with a dashing young man. How do I know? I ought to. I’ve been a very weak 
and foolish woman far longer than I care to think. I brought disaster into my home 
and violated the love of a dear daughter—all because, in the autumn of my life, I 
contracted a violent case of spring fever. 

I don’t want anyone to get me wrong. I am not making an indictment against 
May-September romances. Age has nothing to do with true love and it is just as 
possible for a middle-aged woman and a youth to be deeply, sincerely in love as it is 
possible for any other two humans to experience that genuine passion. But, un- 
fortunately, there are many women in the world—like me—who allow their infatua- 
tion for someone young enough to be a son to blind them to the realities and to 
make them go overboard and forget their responsibilities. 

That's why I think my story is important. People sometimes learn common sense 
and save themselves from disaster by reading of the experiences of others. Here's 
hoping this happens when some secretly-frustrated widow or desperate spinster 
learns about my life. 

Widowed at forty, I couldn’t have been convinced—until I met Ty—that I was 
frustrated or desperate. I'd been deeply in love with my husband, a fairly well-to-do 
carpenter. When he was stricken with heart failure and died suddenly, it was a 
horrible blow. But life goes on and, after the first hysteria of grief, I steeled myself to 
the realization that there was doyce to live for. 

Joyce was our daughter—a winsome, blossoming, lovable girl of sixteen who was 
almost crushed by her father’s death. The two of them had been inseparable, so 
close that I remember times when I had to stifle an unworthy feeling of jealousy. 
Tim passed away during Joyce’s senior term in high school and his death proved a 
heart-breaking strain on her. I recalled the eager plans they had made together about 
the Southern college she was to attend—Tim’'s alma mater. The president there 
was a dear friend of his. 

‘I don’t want to go to college now, Mummy,”’ Joyce told me tearfully, several 
days after the funeral. ‘‘I don’t—don’t have the enthusiasm to...”’ 

Her musical voice broke and she stood, looking at me with eyes full of sadness. 

‘*Come here, darling,’’ I answered softly. For all her voluptuousness and sophistica- 
tion, Joyce was still a baby, still called me Mummy, still brought her hurt to me as 
she had done when an infant. 

She came over to the divan where I was sitting, cuddled up close to me. I talked 
patiently and with understanding. I pointed out that the thing that would be most 





would be for either of us to break down, 
to fail to carry through on the plans he’d 
laid so carefully for our happiness and 
security. And Tim had planned well. He 
had a partner in his business, Claude 
Hollen, who had been made administra- 
tor of my husband's will. With Claude 
continuing to run the firm and all of 
Joyce and my interests fully protected, 
we were assured a comfortable income. 
Then there was the heavy insurance 
which Tim had carried. We were in good 
circumstances. There was even an en- 
dowment policy for dJoyce’s college 
education. 

‘So, you see, dear, you can't let Daddy 
down,"’ I explained to the stricken girl 
who sat at my side. ‘‘He planned so well. 
We must carry on. I don’t know whether 
there’s such a thing as someone being 
sorrowful in Heaven—the happiest place 
—but if there is, the way to make Daddy 
sorrowful is to let our grief get the best 
of us.”’ 


A WIDOW OF 40, MAR- 
GARET VOWED NEVER TO 
FORGET HER HUSBAND 
UNTIL HER YOUNG LOV- 
ER’S HOT LIPS BURNED 
HIS NAME FROM HER 
MEMORY. 


Since she'd been tiny, the thought of 
anything which hurt Tim had horrified 
Joyce. My vivid image of how her grieving 
could wound him beyond the grave 
proved effective. 

doyce looked at me with sober eyes. 

“You're right again, Mummy,” she 
conceded. ‘“‘You’re always right. We've 
got to make Daddy proud of us. We have 
got to make him proud.” 

It was amazing how inspired Joyce 
could become. The idea of going through 
life feeling that her beloved Daddy was 
looking down on her every act seemed to 
become a religion with her. She had no 
more time for tears—only a consuming 
desire to make me proud of her—for she 
felt that whatever I approved, Tim would 
approve. 

Her first year in college was brilliant. 
Joyce had always had the ability to make 
people love her. She became the most 
popular girl on campus—not only with 
the students—but also with the faculty. 
I didn’t have to take her word for her 
achievements—although I would have 
believed anything she told me. It wasn't 
like Joyce to boast and she didn’t. But it 
was Doctor Harvey, the president of the 
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unfair to Tim—and to his memory— 





university, who kept in constant contact 
with me, informing me of my daughter’s 
progress. Joyce was a pledgee for the best 
sorority. Joyce had made the debating 
team. Joyce was elected most popular 
freshman. Joyce this—Joyce that .. . 
all good. 

And my daughter's letters were bub- 
bling with excitement. I was proud of 
her and happy that, together, we had 
found a way to heal the deep scar of loss 
of her father. 

The thing I never wanted to admit to 
myself those days was that my own scar 
wasn’t doing as well as Joyce's. I'd been 
able to keep from facing facts by throw- 
ing myself into solving her problem—and 
also by getting involved in the affairs of 
my late husband’s firm. Claude had in- 
sisted that I needed an outlet, something 
to occupy my time and interest. He had 
turned over to me some bookkeeping 
and light clerical duties, most of which I 
could handle from home. Dear Claude. 


He was such a rare man. By bringing me 





‘ Our lips came together again . . 








perienced a deep sense of depression, of 
being unnecessary, unwanted. It was al. 
most as though my visit with Joyce had 
made me jealous. She had been my big 
problem—and now it seemed almost cer. 
tain that she wasn’t a problem any more 
and never would be. I couldn't shake off 
a creeping sense of fear of the hours] 
must spend by myself, the days, months 
—without something in my life to 
consider important. 

That’s why when Agnes Reynolds, 
neighbor and good friend, phoned to in. 
vite me to a party, I was as grateful asa 
dog is for a bone. At least, this was one 
night I wouldn't have to spend, listening 
to the radio or reading. The party was in 
honor of Agnes’ nephew who had just 
come out of the service and had stopped 
to see her en route to his home on the 
West Coast. 

““Ty’s a darling,’’ Agnes told me. “‘In. 
credibly handsome and he has the sweet- 
est manners. I’m just dying to have him 
meet the right people, dear. I’ve invited 





. My mind was a battlefield of mixed emotions. 


The sudden, violently passionate thing that had happened between me and Ty 
made me certain that I was in love.’’ 


into the setup this way, he not only 
provided me with a method of filling up 
my time and the terrible void I was pass- 
ing through. He was also making me feel 
wanted, needed, worthwhile. 

Even so, there was a deep emotional 
chasm in my life—a thing I didn’t ever 
fully recognize until I had come to the 
conclusion that I no longer had to worry 
about my daughter. 

It is wonderful to find what you be- 
lieve to be love. But it is treacherous to 
find it when you are susceptible—when 
your heart is game for any special kind- 
ness, any unusual attention, any bold 
approach. 

That’s what happened to me—when I 
first met Ty—the man who changed my 
whole life—and almost made me ruin it. 

I had just returned from a two-week 
visit with Joyce. I'd enjoyed myself im- 
mensely. Everyone had been so wonder- 
ful to me and it was certainly thrilling 
to see first-hand how my daughter had 
won everyone’s heart. 

But, strangely enough, coming back to 
my pretty, but empty apartment, I ex- 


several of the most eligible, unattached 
girls in town. I do want you to come and 
sort of help me guide things. You're # 
good at situations.”’ 
I knew that Agnes was in her element. 
If the dear woman had any faults, the 
main one was wanting always to play 
Cupid with other people’s lives. She'd 
been after me—ever since shortly after 
Tim’s death—to marry again. I didn't 
look forward to meeting the nephew she 
was raving about. I thought I had the 
type cased. He was, no doubt, a pretty, 
spoiled mamma's boy, loaded with con- 
ceit and on his sweetest behavior around 
Aunt Aggie. But being in on the bum’ 
rush which would start among the dying: 
to-get-married crowd ought to be fun 
Besides, I needed some relaxation and 
the invitation gave me the excuse foré 
trip to the beauty shop and a quick 
shopping tour to pick up a gorgeous 
knitted suit which I'd been trying 
resist. 
Agnes lived in one of those homes wher 
the unfamiliar could get lost trying 
(Continued on Page 16) 
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The World’s Twelve 
Greatest Entertainers 


(Continued from Page 21) 


cent years. She has been acclaimed a 
unique artist by critics everywhere. 

At the same time, the international rec- 
ognition acquired as a premiere danseuse 
by the amazing Katherine Dunham must be 
given its due credit. As one of the twelve 
selected here, Katherine has proved over 
and over that preparation, suffering and 
starvation are the basic elements for suc- 
cess. Not only is she one of the world’s 
top choreographers, she is also a great 
dancer who seems to improve as the years 
roll by. Like Lionel Hampton with his or- 
chestra, Katherine Dunham and her troupe 
of interpretative dancers are a unit that 
projects the single impression that has kept 
her name over the years in the magic 
circle. 


]N SHOW BUSINESS, the nod is always 

given to the Mills Brothers as the great- 
est singing quartet of them all, white or 
colored. Their years in the field as record- 
ing stars, night club, radio, theater, movie 
and television favorites backs this reputa- 
tion to the hilt. Since 1928, they have seen 
rivals spring up on all sides and then drop 
into oblivion. Yet, all they offer is old style 
barbershop close harmony, slick showman- 
ship and an uncanny ability to select the 
right songs. 

When one looks over the quartets that 
have been their rivals, their position today 
is all the more remarkable. 

For example, they have met and con- 
quered such rivals as the Ink Spots, the 
Southernaires, the Charioteers, Golden 
Gates, and Deep River Boys and still] re- 
tain their rating as the masters of their 
medium. 

The field of Negro male vocalists today 
is overcrowded with Johnny-Come-Lately 
blues, rock ’n’ roll and reformed gospel 
singers. In spite of this competition, how- 
ever, the position at the top of Nat (King) 
Cole and Billy Daniels merely highlights 
all the more the fact that the public in 
these days of television and recordings is 
more discriminating than ever as to whom 
they allow in their living rooms via tele- 
vision screens. 

The consummate artistry of King Cole 
is still unchallenged. Even when he was 
a member of his own trio, the soft sweet 
singing love tune specialist was outstand- 
ing. When he dropped the trio in order 
to further project himself as a single en- 
tertaining attraction, his ability as a singer 
and pianist was all the more magnified. 
Today he ranks as one of the biggest names 
in the world of recordings and as smash 
box office at some of the world’s most 
showy and expensive night clubs. 

Similarly, Billy Daniels’ superb show- 
manship and highly emotional impact on 
feminine audiences has pushed him into a 


class by himself. The Florida-born singer 
is one of the few who capitalizes on tricks 
of the trade learned during the Great Jazz 
Age of the 1920s and 1930s to the place 
where it has been said that all that is 
needed is to “put out the lights and call 
the law.” Billy’s vocal talent, of course, 
is small, but his timing, his ability to ex- 
press a mood is unmatched anywhere in 
the entertainment world. 

All of these selections, of course, are 
made from what the performers have al- 
ready done and are still doing. Louis Jor- 
dan, for example, for years was the mon- 
arch of the comedy bandleaders and had 
the field all to himself until illness and 
recording difficulties put him on the side- 
lines for a while. Dancer Bill Bailey was 
following right in the footsteps of Bo- 
jangles Robinson until he got mixed up and 
quit show business to preach and then got 
himself into further difficulty in a recent 
narcotics case. 

Nevertheless, the twelve greatest Negro 
entertainers selected in this survey will 
match or surpass any other groupings 
based on the present because these per- 
formers are absolutely the cream of the 


crop. THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 17) 


wax and has been pulling himself back up 
the ladder of popularity ever since. In his 
effort, he is getting all-out support from 
the diskery too. When he records, he gets 
nothing but standout material, superb ar- 
rangements and appropriate background- 
ing. Moreover his releases are all given 
extensive publicity everywhere there is a 
need for it. 

Victor has not missed a gimmick in pub- 
licizing Eckstine’s new works from news- 
paper and magazine advertisements to 
plugs on radio and television shows. Billy’s 
releases are generally announced initially 
in full-page ads in the trades. Often when 
Billy has a record set for release, he is 
sent out across the nation by Victor to 
make in-person plugs for the recording on 
disc jockey programs. The practice has 
been paying off in added sales for his rec- 
ords. 

Now that Eckstine is back in the run- 
ning for disc honors, he is putting to rest 
a lot of idle talk that made the rounds re- 
cently. Before he started clicking on Vic- 
tor, some critics were ready to declare him 
dead as a topflight singer, even though it 
was poor material and not any crack in his 
voice that caused his decline in populari- 

But today most of them have changed 
their tunes and are willing to concede that 
Eckstine still can sing up a storm and is 
far from finished in his profession. One 
record reviewer among the former Doubt- 
ing Toms has done such an abrupt about 
face that he is now admitting that “Eck- 
stine vocally is in his best form ever.” 
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MORE Beauty @ 


for Your Hair 


Yes, now the added richness of that special new 
lanolin formula gives your hair even greater 
lustre and extra softness . . . keeps your super- 
smooth hairdo extra lovely all day long. 
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FASTIDIOUS WOMEN PREFER 
Monatex 
Sanitary Protector and Belt 


© Meade of 

© Tailored to hold ony sanitary napkin 
o Lies flet and savg in position 

© Protects under garments from stein 

© Eliminetes bunching of nopkin at ends 
o Prevents cheting 

e Easy to detech ot either end 

© Does not show thru clothing 

o@ Will net twist or curl nor stretch owt of shape 
Ne pins or buckles 

© Sponge in suds, wipe dry 

© Five tase the tle of esher bole 

@ Price $3.98 — Order by weist size 

e Mailed C.0.D. with ONE Dollar deposit 


INTERSTATE GARMENT CO. 
S00 Lingle Ave. tLefeyette, indiens 


READING GLASSES 
[THAT MAGNIFY 


Wear FREE on10-Day Trial Offer 


ad small print without eye-strain by wearing these 


They give you a magnifying 
eyes at the same time. Get new pleasure out of 
ading newspapers, magazines, or doing fine needie- 
rk. Read telephone books with ease. Throw away that 
lamsy magnifying glass. Wear and use these glasses for 
ars in complete comfort without making your eyes tired. 


_ Ta ONLY $3.98 


cision Eye Glasses are 

ude for folks over 40 who don’t wear 

etacles regularly for reading, but 

an’t read small print without squint- 
g or using a y 

1d polished lenses are mounted in sturdy 

ame of simulated zynolite; | fit all heads, 

s handsome as costly sp 








E-Z Qwik Hair Crayon, darkens 
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aoturai—gives your hair younger 
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days. If not delight for famnedinte 
f purchase, price, 1f you send $8 send 33.38 with order, you save 6 included FREE. 
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BIG PROFITS 5 nen order your pair today 
l Precision Eye Glasses to friends and 
FOR AGENTS “<i neighbors. Ask ~~ Money - Making Plan. 
ZEVEX OPTICAL CO., 5726 BROADWAY Ws MEDAL HAIR PROD Inc. FCATALOG 
Dept. YZ-7 Breoeklyn 35, N.Y. 


EPT. M-312 ° CHICAGO 40, ILLINOIS 
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SUMMER FOOD 
HOR BABY 


| H°* TO GET your baby through the 
dog days of July and August seems 


| te be one of the problems that faces 
| young mothers each year. Invariably I’m 
| called in to treat babies and young chil- 


The mother who observes rules of feeding 
haby summer foods will add to his well 
being during hot months. 


dren whose anxious parent has failed 
to observe one or more of the rules for 
summertime care that will guarantee the 
child’s comfort and well being during 
the hot spell. 

Chief among these difficulties seems 
to be food. Either, the mother in her 
overzealousness forces too much heavy 
food on the child, or, going to the other 
extreme, the child is allowed to fill up 
on cold, iced soft drinks, ice cream bars 
and the like. A typical case was that of 
Mrs. Morrison and Bobbie, aged 2. The 
temperature had been in the 90’s for 
several days. Mrs. Morrison became 
alarmed when ‘Continued on Page 70) 
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TRAVEL 
TIM 


HE SUMMER SEASON offers many 

possibilities for travel, such as budget 
vacations, reduced round-trip fares and 
many other advantages that help to make 
vacation time pleasant. To make the most 
of the few weeks of summer sun, it’s fun 
to fly through the blue skies and reach 
your destination in a few hours and have 
more time for fun and frolic. Today’s 
luxurious planes feature reduced family 
rates which make it so convenient that 
almost everybody can afford to travel. 
After the destination and mode of travel 
is decided upon, it’s time to give thought 
to your wardrobe and pick the right 
things that will serve your purpose. 
Don’t overload your suitcase with un- 
necessary clothes. “Travel Light.” is the 
best policy. Remember that a smart suit 
for travel is always correct. If you have 
travel problems. TAN’s Home Service 
Department is glad to offer assistance. 
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SUITS THAT TRAVEL 





Smart gray flannel suit will be the 
center of attraction wherever worn. 
It features a slim skirt and a softly 
tailored jacket. Worn with small 
flower-trimmed hat. 


A tweed suit in beige and orange 

tones gives a chic, well groomed ap- 

pearance. Collar and cuffs are piped 

in white, and the small, smart hatis 4. 
trimmed with fruit. 


wo IT’S TRAVEL TIME, most women are at a loss as to what they 

should wear. But with a bit of thought and planned shopping. there 
is always a suit that will be just right for the mode of travel, whether by 
train, plane or car. To look smartly dressed and well groomed, a suit is 
the perfect answer. When the day is hot and humid, then thin, porous 
cotton suits that have crease and stain resistant qualities will keep the 
traveler fresh as a daisy, and you will reach your destination looking cool. 
neat and trim. Shown on these pages are Handmacher’s collection of fine 


suits that can travel the year around. 
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HEN SUMMER ROLLS AROUND and it’s time to lighten our spirits and 


brighten our wardrobes, there is nothing that can add beauty and grace to 


gay. colorful summer dresses as much as new, exciting summer jewelry. Light 


and airy as a summer breeze, the collection of jewelry that is being shown for this 
summer is really something very special and every woman will want to own an 
assortment to match all of her dresses. Colors are vibrant, designs are elegant. 
and styling is superb. Shown on these pages are new and attractive pieces by 
Elgin American, for all occasions during the summer. From compacts to pearls, 
this jewelry will create conversation wherever worn. 


1. Multi-colored flower cluster plastic earrings have rhine- 
stone centers. About $1. 2. Milk white choker-style necklace and earrings are 
about $3. 3. Soft frosty white combined with icy pink beads make this 3-strand 
necklace. $1.98. 4. Earrings of fluted plastic clusters in gay tones have rhine- 
stone centers and are $1. 5. Milky white combined with vibrant colors, are 
made into versatile chokers. $1. 6. Shades of turquoise blue and coral beads 
make elegant bracelets and earrings. About $5. 7. Keep up with the time with 
a clever watch compact in a silk case. About $15. 8. Perfect pearls priced from 

$1 up, add beauty to any outfit. 
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OUTDOOR 
LIVING 


WITCH-ABOUT FURNITURE that 
is perfectly at ease against indoor or 
outdoor settings is quickly gaining popu- 
larity this summer. Weather-conditioned 
wrought iron pieces are used effectively 
on the patio or lawn for summer, then 


»mfort and style go hand in hand to make the new group oj indoor-outdoor furniture 
welcome addition to terrace or living room. Cushions are plastic and washable. 





brought inside for winter use in dining 
rooms or dens. Hefty California red- 
wood furniture is ideally suited for out- 
door wear and later can be transferred 
indoors during colder months to be used 
in children’s playrooms. The great flexi- 





bility of indoor-outdoor furniture make 
it a wonderful buy because of its 12- 
month seasonal value. Graceful lines and 
structural simplicity are important fea- 
tures to look for when selecting summer- 
winter furniture for inside-outside use. 





Smartly coordinated furniture group consist of sofa, large coffee table and chair uphol- 
stered in tough vinyl plastic. Colors available include Bengal in Sand, Marine and 
Pagan in Sand, Marine or Sunset plus a new siliconized material. By Daystrom. 


Extra-fancy wrought iron dining sets feature transparent glass tops which call for 
beautifully textured rugs that guests can observe with pleasure. The fibre rug today is 
used in modern, provincial and traditional room settings. By Deltox Company. 


California redwood sawbuck barbecue set has two sturdy benches. Because of its re- 
markable resistance to decay, insects, acids and water, redwood is ideal for outdoor fur- 
niture. Table is available in three lengths, four, six and eight feet. Set is by Salmanson. 
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COOL 
DRINKS 
and SNACKS 


California Julep 


make a 2-quart pitcher, crush 6 sprigs of mint 
ith *4 cup of sugar. Add 34 cup of fresh lemon 
e and stir until sugar is dissolved. Add 6 cups 
vater and ice cubes. Use lemon slices and sprigs 
of mint for garnish. 
















i ee COOL REFRESHING TINKLE of ice in a frosty 
drink is one of the most welcome sounds to hear on a 
hot summer day. Fruit juices, both frozen concentrates 
and fresh, are popular punch bases for long cool drinks. 
Chilled ginger ale is often added for extra sparkle and 
flavor. Strawberries and mint leaves or orange and lemon 
slices are colorful garnishes. Accompanying this icy con- 
coction should be a delicious snack that is neither heavy 
nor filling, but light and tasty. Patio or outdoor dining 
is more fun if the food is kept simple and informal. Leave 
the complicated fancy doings for a more formal affair. A 
tray of varied sandwiches with potato chips and a relish 
plate is all that’s needed to satisfy hungry appetites. 


Fancy Lemonade 


Summer lemonade made with frozen “lemon-cherry cubes” 
assures you of a tasty drink throughout. Use either frozen con 
centrate or fresh lemon juice to make the cubes. Place a red 
or green cherry in the center of each before the liquid is frozen 
solid. Store for future use. 
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Liver Sausage Burgers 


Cut one lb. liver sausage into half-inch 
slices. Brown slowly on both sides. Cut 
thin slices of Bermuda onions and brown 
lightly. Split buns, toast, and butter. Serve 
hot liver sausage slices between bun halves 
and top with onion and tomato Slices. 
Sprinkle with pickle relish. 


Lemonade-Pineapple Frappé 


Add 3 cups crushed pineapple, 2 cups chipped ice, juice of three 

lemons and 34 cup sugar in electric blender. One can frozen lemon- 

ade may be substituted for fresh lemons omitting the sugar. Whip 

mixture to frothy smoothness and serve immediately. Colored straws 
complete the pretty drinks. 


Easy Summer Snack, 


Frozen lemonade, with potato chips and “dunks,” makes a per- 

fect patio snack. Make a mammoth pitcher of lemonade using 

fresh lemons or frozen concentrate. For tasty snacks, deviled 

eggs, cold sausages, shrimp and hot sauce are good accom- 
paniments. 





A — Hot Weather Hints Collected by Mrs. Dan Gerber 


With the mercury making hot news 
these days, here are a few suggestions 
for keeping baby more comfortable. 


¢ Feed baby in the coolest spot you can 
find. Let him take the lead on the 
amount of food he wants. 


Offer plenty of water. Heat may 
make baby thirsty even if he’s not 
ordinarily a great water drinker. 


Bathe baby morning and evening. 
Sneak in a tepid sponge bath now 
and again. 


Soothe prickly heat with a mild so- 
lution of baking soda and water. 


Summer menu note. Creepers and 
toddlers are extra active now, so don’t 
skip the daily ration of energy-giving 
foods. Gerber Cereals provide calories 
in easily digested form. All four—Rice, 
Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food (a 
mixed cereal) are enriched with iron, 
calcium and B-vitamins. All are 
pre-cooked and ready to serve with 


milk or formula. Available in the 
regular 8-oz. size or the handy 4-in-] 
“Quad” package. P.S. The “Quads” 
make ideal traveling companions for 
summer excursions. 


Vacation notations. If you’re taking 
baby to a vacation spot by car, plan 
to drive in the cool of the morning or 
evening. Dress baby comfortably and 
be prepared for changes in tempera- 
ture. Two good refreshers for the road: 
(1) A small Thermos filled with cool 


(boiled) water. (2) A cool, moist 
cloth (wrapped in aluminum foil) for 
quick facial fresh-ups. 


TODDLER MENU OF THE MONTH 
New Gerber Junior Macaroni, Tomato, 
Beef & Bacon*, 

Fruit Dessert, Milk—Graham Crackers 


*This brand-new Gerber Junior Food 
is a nutritious small-fry casserole com- 
bining strength-giving proteins and 
energy-giving carbohydrates. Mildly 
but subtly seasoned and a real spyr 
to a summer appetite. 


Gerber Fruit Dessert is a happy 
combination of apricots, orange and 
pineapple juice... textured with a 
touch of tapioca for just about the 
most delightful dessert ever. 


Frills without fuss. Why not get some 
of that new, no-iron cotton ruffling? 
Swell for trimming baby clothes, 
bassinets, aprons, etc. Comes out crisp 
and wrinkle-free after every washing. 


Babies are our business... 
our only business! 


BABY 
BF. rons 


4 CEREALS ¢ OVER 65 STRAINED 
& JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 








Corned Beef Sandwich 

Insert slices of cooked corned beef and 
pickle between layers of buttered French 
bread. Cut in diagonal slices and hold to. 
gether with toothpicks. Serve with tomato 
wedges and lettuce, or hot cabbage slaw. 
For that special touch include ice cold 

beer in tall glasses. 


Volded Shrimp and Eggy Buffet 
Gel-cookery treats can be conveniently pre- 
pared in advance for the special patio oF 
terrace luncheon. Both dishes call for uv 
flavored gelatine and are made from the 
same basic mixture. They fit perfectly with 
the casual atmosphere of outdoor dining. 
Write for recipes. 
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They Tried to Steal 
My Husband 


(Continued from Page 35) 


on last July when my life was full of 

pair. 

J admic that the experience of one wom- 
is not nearly enough on which to base 

generality to fit every married woman 
ose home is being threatened by a hu- 

n vulture, but I’m convinced that if more 
omen realized that there comes a time 
when only a fight, a dirty fight, if need be, 

save the home, then there would be 
er divorces. 

'One thing for sure: I know I had all but 
mn up Jerry. I had conceded victory to 
other woman. I had been beaten by 

is slick chick and I’d tucked my tail be- 

een my legs and run home to Mama and 

d in Peoria. I’d left Jerry in Chicago. 

ft him with everything. The apartment. 

The furniture. And the chick was 

sealing him from me. 

I had gone home pregnant, too. I had 
solved to have the baby without any help 
fom Jerry. I didn’t have any money. My 
parents were poor. But I wasn’t going to 
ask Jerry to help me with any doctor’s or 
hospital bills. I was going to tough it out 
myself, 

As Rev. Williams said, I had really taken 
the easy way out. It was easy for me to 
run home, mope, and stew in my own self- 
pity. It took guts for me to go back to 
Chicago and battle for Jerry’s love. But I 
did it—and I won. And I’m telling this 
story in the hope that somewhere a wife 

0 is about to take the easy way out will 
lop and realize that . . . sometimes it 
lakes a fight! 

Jerry and I were small-town people. In 

foria, where we were born, went to school, 

met, life isn’t fast, almost everybody 
vs everybody else, and you can predict 
lore or less—how things will turn out. 

Mn a town like this, you have a lot of 
derful people, but there isn’t much to 
You may have a wonderful home, but 

lu aren’t satisfied. You can be rich in the 

gs that really count in life, yet you get 
teling that you’re poor. Yours can be 
dish pasture, but you get the feeling that 
le grass is greener on the other side of the 
ce. So you leave Peoria. You go to 
thicago—a big city. And when you get 
here, you soon find out that the grass was 
real green back home. 
I first met Jerry in high school back in 
ria. A year older than I, Jerry was a 
homore when I was a freshman. In his 
br year, he became the hot-shot half- 

K on our football team and I became a 
heerleader. That’s when he began to notice 
m and we began to date. 

Neither of our parents were rich. Both 
my father and mother worked in domestic 

tvice. Father was a chauffeur and Mother 

4s a cook for the same family. I was an 
uy child. When I was little, Mother’s 
ister used to keep me while Mother 


who 








KK Yes, you can beautify 


your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 

lipstick that stays 

on and on, 

look for the name 

Black and White 


ni 


**Was I thrilled when they selected 
me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 
model who told me to use it to hold 
make-up on longer, fresher and 
camera perfect.” 
Bette Finley 
New York, New York 
Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
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It’s wonderful 
the way 
Chewing-Gum 
Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
-NOT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s a secret millions have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonderfully different chew- 
ing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you chew 
it. It’s different, too, because it removes mostly 
waste — not good food! FEEN-A-MINT does not 
work in the stomach, where your food is being 
digested. That’s why it does not take away 
a lot of the good food you need for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works chiefly 
in the lower bowel...removes mostly waste, 
not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as millions do. 
Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT...and feel full 
of life and energy! Get FEEN-A-MINT...fOFr aS 
little as 12¢. 


fr Feenamint # 


FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company 
for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
Frontier AstuMa Co, 499-A FRONTIER BLDG. 
462 NraGara St. BuFFavo 1, N. Y 


Doctor’s Formula 
Relieves Itch of 
Varicose Leg Sores 


Dr. Thomas’ soothing, wonderfully-medicated Ointment 
has helped many sufferers gain relief from tormenting, 
painful itching resulting from varicose Leg Sores. Helps 
Prevent leg bandages from sticking. Will not interfere 
with your daily work. Guaranteed to bring relief from 
itching or burning, or money back. Successfully pre- 
scribed for over 25 years. Order Dr. Thomas’ Ointment 
today. Send $2.00 with order and save mailing charges. 
Will send C. O. D. $2.00 plus postage charges. 
GLENN PRODUCTS CO. 
Rockaway Park, N. Y. 
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GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EV . Wh 


to le: 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men ‘shile good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of Sy advice that é 


yo 
and x. delivery deposit only $2 plus postage w 
man. (Or send $2 with order to save C.O.D. a 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your‘ ey back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At . Onee, 


LARCH, 116 East 28 St., Dept. 416-6, New York 16 





“The mos? wonderful cream 
§ ever used” says 
FAMOUS NEW YORK MODEL 

about 


BEAUTY 
BUST CREAM 


Help your natural figure 

beauty. Many doctors recom- 

mend Estrogenic Hormones and 

massage for weak pector 

muscles that Sreumentty cause 

that ‘‘flat-chested”’ appesrs 

ance. .— jar of BEAUTY BUST ‘CREAM contains 

30,000 Units of Estrogenic Hormones. Prove to 

yoarenal %, ——— new tS BUST CREAM 

can do FOR YO UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE 

You must be RR delighted or full purchase 

price refunded. 30 day supply with full crontions in 

Plain wrapper, only $2.00 postpaid or $2. c.O.D. 
“Beauty i ae used 


F REE » byt amour ous models to help gain charm 
A --- * rity. 


HALSANA co. 
Box 113, Dept. 104-8, East Williston, N. Y. 
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worked. As far back as I could remember, 
Mother worked. 

Jerry’s mother didn’t work. There were 
six children in their family and she had her 
hands full rearing them. Jerry’s father sup- 
ported all of them on his salary as a rail- 
road porter. He supported them, that is, 
until the oldest child started helping out. 

So—you can see, neither Jerry nor I 
ever knew what the silver spoon was. 

I don’t remember how I happened to be- 
come a cheerleader, particularly since I'd 
never been much of a sports fan. I just re- 
member that I got to be one. And one day, 
while we were rehearsing, several members 
of the football team came into the girls’ 
gym to watch. They seemed to be more 
amused at, than appreciative of, our cheers 
in their behalf. I think it sort of piqued 
me that while we were shouting our lungs 
out in behalf of these guys, they were 
standing around laughing at us. They 
seemed to take us as some kind of joke. 

It turned out that I was a victim of my 
imagination. I didn’t know it until after 
our cheer practice was over. 

Still steaming at what I thought was the 
fun-making of the football players, I 
started for our dressing room in a huff. On 
the way, I bumped into Jerry, who had a 
big grin on his face. 

“What’s so funny?” I challenged. 

“Funny?” he asked, surprised for a mo- 
ment. “You gals, I guess.” 

“Do you have to guess?” I asked. “You’re 
standing there with your face hanging out, 
laughing. We’re just trying to help you 
guys win a game, you know.” 

“Oh,” he said, “is that so? Well, why 
don’t you girls come on down on the field 
and help us block?” 

I didn’t have a ready comeback for that 
one and Jerry quickly seized on his ad- 
vantage: 

“Look, kid,” he said, “what’s your name? 

” 


“Verna.” 

“Verna what?” 

“Verna Johnson.” 

“Pretty name,” Jerry said. “Look—” 

“What’s your name?” I cut in. 

“Jerry. Jerry Holmes.” 

“Pretty name,” I said. 

“Oh,” he said, “don’t start kidding me.” 

“Tl’m not kidding,” I said. “I like your 
name: Jerry Holmes.” 

“Okay,” he said. “Look—” He started 
to say something then stopped. It was as 
though his original idea was no good and 
he was searching for another one. Finally 
he found it. “Why don’t you get dressed 
and we can go over to The Big Dipper for a 
malt or something. Maybe I can tell you 
about football.” 

This was the first time a boy had asked 
me to go on any kind of date with him. I 
was thrilled. Naturally I said I would go. 

That date at The Big Dipper was the 
start of our romance. There was a straight 
line from that day on through high school, 
on to our marriage. 

During that time, Jerry and I had lots 
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of fun. I got to be a rip-roaring football 
fan and I cheered loudly for “our team.” 
But all the time I was cheering for the 
team, I was cheering in my heart for the 
team’s star halfback, Jerry Holmes. 

Jerry and I were only kids then, but we 
often talked of serious things—like getting 
married and having children and buying a 
home and making a life for ourselves. Jerry 
was far more matured than I was and often 
I would find myself just hanging on, lis- 
tening, to his conversation; yet the feeling 
of it all was a thrill to me. Maybe I was 
just one of those silly “only children” who 
matured a bit slowly. Still I knew that 
what Jerry talked about was good—for 
both of us. 

Time goes quickly when your mind and 
hands are occupied. That’s the way it was 
for Jerry and me in high school. He had 
football and classes and an after-school 
job and me. I had my classes, my extra- 
curricular activities at school, singing in 
Rev. Williams’ choir, much of the house- 
work at home, and Jerry. Time really flew! 
One day I was just meeting Jerry. He was 
a junior and I was a soph. Another day— 
and Jerry had graduated and was playing 
freshman football in college. Now I was 
the senior. 

Jerry’s being in*college didn’t slow down 
our romance any. He had accepted a schol- 
arship at a small school in our hometown. 
If anything, I got to see more of him now 
than I did when he was in high school with 
me. You see—Jerry loved me very much. 

In the spring of the year, Jerry pro- 
posed! 

At first, I was surprised. I hadn’t thought 
of getting married for some years yet, after 
I'd finished college myself. Then I was 
disturbed. How could Jerry finish his edu- 
cation and support a wife? Finally I was 
upset. I just didn’t know what to tell Jerry. 
I knew how he felt about me. I felt the 
same way about him. I wanted him so 
much. I needed him. I had come to de- 
pend on his always being around. But mar- 
riage, now . . . was that the best thing for 
us? 


[Vit NEVER FORGET the night Jerry 

proposed. It was the night of the junior- 
senior prom at high school. It was the 
grandest night of my life. 

Dad and Mom had decided that I was 
going to be the belle of the ball. Oh, how 
they splurged. Mom selected a real rich 
gown for me just like the one she had seen 
a wealthy girl wearing in a newspaper pic- 
ture. And Dad came through with elegant 
accessories. I had my hair tapered at the 
beauty shoppe. Got a facial. A manicure. 
The whole works. 

Jerry borrowed a sleek little Ford con- 
vertible from one of his brothers, and when 
he called for me, I thought he was the 
sharpest guy living. Jerry was tall—an 
inch over six feet—and trim. You could 
sense that there was great strength in him, 
but you didn’t notice it in his size. Rather 
he appeared to be a bit frail—he was slen- 


der and lithe and his features were nic P 
cut. He wore his tux divinely. And in # 
hand he carried an orchid. 

“This is for you, Little Beauty,” he sag, 
handing me the flower. ‘ 

I was thrilled to my toes. I felt so goog, 
I tingled. “Thank you,” I said, then I tig , 
toed a little kiss to him. 

I think Mom and Dad were just as hap : 
as we were that night. They came tot 
living room after I announced that Jem g 
and I were leaving. Both of them spoke - 
how handsome Jerry looked in his cll e 
Jerry told them how beautiful I was. o 

“But of course,” Jerry said, “it’s eg 4, 
to see where she got her beauty—from hq 4, 
parents.” be 

Oh, how they appreciated the com 
ment. Mom and Dad just gravitated 4p 
ward each other. Dad put his arm arow§  y, 
Mom’s shoulder, tenderly. And there yw 
mist in their eyes. I guessed that they weg jt 
marveling. Their little girl had grown y in: 
There was mist in my eyes, too. I wasq Yo 
lucky to have such sweet people on mysif Yq 

I think both Jerry and I were walking j¢; 
on a cloud when we said goodnight to Mag oth 
and Dad and drove off to the school gnj tic 
where the junior-senior prom was beng ing 
held. 

Did you ever have a special night in yop tox 
life when everything went just right, pe dry 
fectly. when there was not a single flavg wa; 
your living? Well, this was the perf was 
night for me. I felt like Cinderella. 11 wit} 
like a queen. I was a queen. was 

If I have to say so myself, I was a qu the 
that night. Every boy in the place wang rich 
to dance with me. Everyone of thems# new 
I was the most beautiful girl there. All hun, 
girl friends complimented me on my go wan 
—and these were sincere compliments. 1§ me, 
principal of the school, who hadn't sii Jf 
half-dozen words to me in four ye me | 
stopped by to chat. He even asked me§ eo] 
a dance. I was so thrilled. arm 





Then there was Jerry. What a pei® warn 
gentleman he was throughout the pu§ toget 
I knew he wanted to dance every (2% over 
with me. But he never let on tht® T Joy 
minded when fellows cut in. He =} body, 


proudly when someone complimented™  “P} 


He told several people who spoke tht§% me?” 
was lucky—“the luckiest guy living” The 
said—to be my escort. He said “es being 
He didn’t say, boy friend, lover, ™% a gre; 
husband. Just escort. That sort of am for cy 
me—like Jerry had been reading ™ one th 
Emily Post. or somebody, trying to prom, 
the sophisticated thing to say. I don't} time 
that he had been reading—I just remét Fear 
that it struck me that way that night ¥ );, d. 
what I started to say was, Jerry WF cation 
perfect gentleman. He knew that this “No 
a rare night for me. He let me live, 
moment of it in the full-glare of the }, gett: 
light. He was contented to be in the “But 
And I loved him for it. a 
I loved him, period. Jerry 
After the prom, Jerry drove ou ® are cyt 
drive-in, where we had a snack. 104% are cut 
took me for a moonlit ride through tf right, J 
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“park. In a secluded little spot, lined with 


trees, close by a little artificial lake where 
dozens of frogs croaked, Jerry parked the 
car, turned off the ignition, and slipped an 
arm around my shoulder. At last, we were 
alone, and I was in his arms. And this was 
all the heaven I had ever dreamed of. 

I told you that Jerry was strong. He 
proved it. He proved that he was both 
strong and tender. There was enough 
strength in his embrace to crush the breath 


out of me. He caressed me hungrily, like 
every fiber in him was demanding me. He 


crushed me to him until I could feel his 
heartbeat against my body. I tried to count 
the beats—and it seemed our hearts beat 
in perfect time. It was like music, like 
perfect rhythm. I-thought about how rare 
this was and wondered: does it mean that 
we're perfectly fit for each other? 

Jerry kissed me. Oh, I can’t tell you how 
it made me feel. You just don’t put feel- 
ings like this into words. You have them. 
You remember them. You treasure them. 
You spend the rest of your life trying to 
reach them again. But you can’t tell an- 
other person just exactly how it was. Par- 
ticularly after a night of dancing and liv- 
ing on a cloud. 

I'll tell you, in Jerry’s kiss there was in- 
toxication. I got drunk on it. I got love- 
drunk. When his lips touched mine. there 
was this switch and it was thrown and there 
was a shock mixed with ecstasy. pain mixed 
with pleasure, delight mixed with fear. I 
was afraid that I couldn’t take it and keep 
the barrier of decency up. For this was, 
right now, mostly animal pleasure. I had 
new feelings and new longings and a new 
hunger in me that matched Jerry’s. I 
wanted this man just as much as he wanted 
me. I had to have him... . 

It was almost daylight when Jerry drove 
me home. The night had turned a little 
cool and I huddled up tight to Jerry. His 
arm and his love kept me warm. I was 
warm with memory of the joy we had had 
together. I remembered Jerry telling me 
over and over, “I love you, Little Beauty. 
I love you more than anything, or any- 
body.” Then he added a line. 

“Please, Little Beauty, will you marry 
me?” 

That’s when our love-making stopped 
being mostly animal pleasure and became 
a great spiritual thing. For then I knew, 
for sure, that Jerry was thinking beyond 
one thrill, one night out, one junior-senior 
prom. He was thinking about a whole life- 
time. Oh, I was so delighted. Yet— 

Fear thoughts kept on popping into 
mind. Would I miss getting a college edu- 
cation if I got married now? 

“No, Little Beauty,” Jerry said. “I'll send 
you to college. Instead of working, you'll 
be getting your education.” 

“But, Jerry, what about your education? 
Your athletic career?” 

Jerry smiled knowingly. “Some people 
are cut out for one thing and other people 
are cut out differently. I like college all 
right, I guess. I like to play football. But, 


Verna, I want to get out in the world and 
start making my way. I figure I can learn 
from actual practice, actual living 
maybe I’m not expressing myself well. 
What I mean is, Verna, I’m not contented 
this way. Something’s missing. I think I 
know what it is—and it isn’t getting a 
college education, not right now.” 

All right, suppose I said yes and we got 
married, where would we live? What kind 
of work would Jerry do? Where would I 
go to school? 

Jerry had it all figured out. 

“T figure,” he said, “that can get 
married after you graduate from high 
school. Then we can move to Chicago. My 
oldest brother, Jim, lives there. He’ll get 
us an apartment. I’ve got a little money 
saved up. And from what I hear, it’s easy 
to get good jobs in Chicago.” 

“Well, Jerry.” I said, “if I promise to 
marry you, will you promise me one 
thing?” 

“Anything, Little Beauty.” 
“Promise me that you'll 
some, too. You might need that education.” 
Jerry said. “Now, will 


we 


go to school 


“It’s a promise,” 
you marry me?” 

“Yes, Jerry. Yes.” 

Two weeks after I graduated from high 
school, Jerry and I were married. We had 
a small ceremony at Rev. Williams’ Baptist 
church. Both of us were very young—I 
was only 18—but everybody seemed to 
think that we were an ideal couple. Jerry 
and I surely believed it. 

Our “honeymoon” was our trip to Chi- 
cago, finding a small “partly-furnished” 
apartment, getting settled in a new life. 
Jerry’s brother was a big help. Without 
him, we wouldn’t have come along so fast. 

Jerry took a job driving a delivery truck 
for a large laundry. He thought this was 
a good start. I made application at a teach- 
er’s college and, to help out while waiting 
for fall, got a job clerking in a small five- 
and-10-cent store. I think we made a pretty 
good start. We were both employed. Money 
was coming in—and we had big dreams. 

My dream world lasted a year. 

Then the dream started to crack up. 

It became a nightmare. 

I wished I'd never left Peoria. 

It seems strange now, looking back, how 
innocent I was, what a big dupe I was. 
There this thing was, the affair between 
Jerry and this girl, and I couldn’t see it. 
I couldn’t, as they say, see the forest for 
the trees. I’m convinced now that the big- 
gest fool on earth is a blind wife. I was 
one. 

Yet, it all began innocently enough. 

Jerry and I lived in a four-story apart- 
ment building on South Parkway. Orig- 
inally, the building had contained eight 
“flats,” but it had been reconverted to dou- 
ble that number of small apartments. The 
apartments were rented as furnished. We 
had twe-and-one-half rooms and we paid 
$18 a week. We paid the money to the 
owner, a widow named Mrs. Sarah Syl- 
vester. 


A rather handsome lady of 50, Mrs. Syl- 
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vester lived in a large, first-floor apartment 
with a pretty daughter, Maureen. An only 
child, Maureen was a schoolteacher. When 
I first met her, I thought she was nice— 
and I guess I really was right in that ap- 
praisal. But I later learned that Maureen 
had been unlucky in several romances and 
that she was a bit “wild.” I also heard 
that her mother was anxious to get her 
married off to “the right man,” who would, 
the gossip said, never have to regret the 
arrangement insofar as money went. Seems 
that Mrs. Sylvester’s late husband had been 
a real estate broker of some means. In 
addition to the building where we lived, 
he had left his wife four other buildings 
and a good bit of cash. 

Regardless of anything else, this much 
could be said in Maureen’s favor: she was 
a dish! I think Maureen was beautiful. 
She had a coffee-au-lait complexion. Her 
features were strong, yet entirely feminine. 
She had pretty black hair that needed no 
straightening comb. And, she had a figure 
a man could hardly miss. 

I shall never forget—now—the first time 
Jerry caught a glimpse of Maureen from 
the rear. He whistled, and winked at me. 
I thought that was a strange thing for him 
to do. Usually Jerry was discreet about 
letting his eyes wander, although, as a 
man, I knew he appreciated feminine 
charm. I took the attitude that that was 
a part of being a healthy man. 

I doubt, though, that Jerry really would 
have gone beyond a whistle if Mrs. Sylves- 
ter hadn’t decided that my husband was 
just the man Maureen should have. 

And, naturally, she used money as bait. 

Jerry had done pretty well on his job. 
He had started out as a truck driver. With- 
in a few months, he had been promoted to 
driver-salesman, with a route. In his zeal 
to make good, Jerry solicited everybody in 
sight—both on his route and off of it. One 
of the people he solicited was Mrs. Sylves- 
ter. She, in turn, not only gave him all of 
her laundry and dry cleaning, but quietly 
hinted to all the other tenants that they 
should do the same. 

Of course, I was in the dark on this for 
quite a spell. All I knew was that Jerry 
was doing well on his new job and that he 
seemed quite friendly with the Sylvesters. 

I noticed that he seemed to be spending 
quite a lot of time in their apartment.. It 
dawned on me, after a while, that Jerry was 
repeating quite a lot of things either Mrs. 
Sylvester or Maureen said. But I never 
thought of anything romantic. I never con- 
nected Jerry and Maureen. I wasn’t even 
sharp enough to get suspicious, or jealous, 
for I was sure that Jerry was mine—all 
mine, and for keeps. 


THE FIRST TIME I WONDERED what 

was happening between Jerry and the 
Sylvesters was the night they gave a party 
in their apartment. Jerry and I were in- 
vited. It was a Friday night, and that had 
been our night out. We had settled down 
into a routine. Either a movie, a dance, or 
a play; a bit of nightclubbing, or sitting 
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around in a quiet bar, drinking. Then 
finally home. The way I tell it, it probably 
sounds unexciting. But I looked forward to 
those Friday night outings with Jerry. So 
when he told me that we had been invited 
to the Sylvesters’ party, I didn’t want to go. 

“But, Verna,” Jerry said that Thursday 
night, “we’ve got to go.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Because Mrs. Sylvester wants us to 
come.” 

“And since when have we been obliged 
to do Mrs. Sylvester’s bidding?” I in- 
quired. 

“It’s business,” Jerry said. 

I didn’t understand. He went on: 

“Mrs. Sylvester gives me a big break on 
her laundry and on the tenants’ laundry. 
The least I can do is show up at her party 
when I’m invited—and you should be with 
me. You’re invited, too. Surely you don’t 
mind giving up one Friday night . . .” 

Well, how could I refuse, when he put it 
that way. Naturally, I wanted Jerry to get 
ahead. We were building a nest-egg. We 
were talking about a house of our own. 
The sooner Jerry made the -money, the 
sooner we'd be out of Mrs. Sylvester’s lit- 
tle place. 

So we went to the party. 

It was quite a party—and must have set 
Mrs. Sylvester back a couple thousand dol- 
lars. She had nothing but the best of 
drinks and food. The apartment was spe- 
cially decorated in a South Sea island 
motif. She even hired a small Hawaiian 
band to play for dancing in the crowded 
living room. I was bedazzled. At least I 
was until I noticed that Jerry was dancing 
almost exclusively with Maureen. 

Still I can’t say that I really caught on 
to anything. I remember being momen- 
tarily annoyed. Then a man asked for a 
dance. I danced with him. When we had 
finished, he took me over to the bar for a 
drink. While we were waiting for the 
white-coated bartender to serve us, Mrs. 
Sylvester came up to me and said: 

“I meant to speak to you earlier, Verna. 
I’m so glad you could come to my little 
party. Enjoying yourself?” 

“Oh, yes,” I lied, trying to be polite. 
“Very much.” 

“Good,” Mrs. Sylvester said, gushingly. 

We made small talk for a few minutes, 
then Mrs. Sylvester said: “Well, I’ve got 
to run along. Got to see about my guests, 
you know. But, Verna, drop by for a chat 
sometimes. I’ve been meaning to talk to 
VOU cas 

I said I would do that. 

I guess I meant to keep the promise. But 
I didn’t have to worry about it. Mrs. Syl- 
vester dropped in on me two days later. 

It was Sunday. Jerry had gone over to 
visit his brother Jim. I had slept late, but 
was up now, tidying the place up a bit, 
listening to some records, taking it easy. 
When I heard the knock on the door, I 
thought it was the paper boy, coming to 
collect for the daily he left every morning. 
I was surprised when I opened the door 
and saw Mrs. Sylvester standing there. 


“Hello, Verna,” she said. 7 
“Oh, how’re you Mrs. Sylvester?” y 
“Fine,” she said. “Thought I’d surprig’ 
you. May I come in?” lo 
“Please do,” I said. “I was just straigh 
ening up. I—” B 
“Oh, don’t bother to make excuses,” Mp 


Sylvester said airily. “You should see py ™ 
place. I still haven’t cleaned up after th 
party.” ‘og 
She walked around the place, looking gq '™ 
the furniture, at the carpet, at a pict Je 
on the wall. She seemed to be inspecting - 
I didn’t know what to make of it. 
“That was some party you had,” [ gai Sy 
trying to sound enthusiastic. “I don’t thigi 
I’ve ever been to one like that before.” ash 
“You enjoyed it, did you?” 00 


“Very much,” “ 
“I’m glad,” Mrs. Sylvester said. “Oy 
of these days, I’m really going to show yw 7“, 
what a party is. When my husband ya 


living. we really threw some whingdingexf °" 

Girl, I’m telling you! Whingdingers! Th 
cops broke up one of them.” i 
“Oh!” reer 
hav 


She laughed at the memory of it. “Sur 
did. Somebody complained that we wer 
making too much noise. The cops cam “ ,, 
and said we were disturbing the peace. Mj ; 





husband slipped them a piece of chang this 
invited them in, and got ’em all drukf 7" 
Next day the cops called to say they St 
never had so much fun before in thei tirad 
lives.” apd 

Finally Mrs. Sylvester stopped circli 9g 
around our little apartment and sat on ~" 


sofa in the living room. Now she chan a 
: 2 B 
from the flippant, wealthy apartment-b 









ing owner on an inspection tour and 1% 
came a sort of second mother, conce daug! 
about my welfare. "nt 
“Are you happy here?” she asked. at 
“Very much,” I said simply. Sh 
“And your husband?” tell 
“Jerry likes it too,” I said. proba 
Mrs. Sylvester was thoughtful for amp “US¢ 
ment. Then she said: “You're a lw shock 
woman, Mrs. Holmes. You have a treas r of 
of a husband. Not many girls your # S 
land men who are both handsome f a 
smart. Jerry is going places. I’ve wate bed, 
him handle the laundry job. He’s gm ss 
places.” bed 
“Thank you. I’m proud of him.” a 
“You should be,” said Mrs. Sylvestt I wi 
“You really should be.” slowly. 
She said it with such a strange sou “sa N 
that I didn’t know how to respond. Whi a 
I was trying to find something pleas trust 
to say, Mrs. Sylvester spoke again. _ wi 
“How much would you sell him for” ae | 
I really didn’t understand the meatl i. 
of her words. It was a too-quick quest! om ' 
born of not knowing what she meant ® a 
I spoke when I asked: i “ 
“Sell who for?” "omg 
“Your husband, Jerry, of course.” ~ 
I was dumbfounded, to put it mi tio ee 
Had anybody else said it, I might » oe? 
taken it for a joke. But all I had “hag 
was take a quick look at Mrs. Sylveste! thy oad 
ink ar 


see that she was entirely serious. 
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“Oh,” I said, “you can’t mean what 
you're saying, Mrs. Sylvester. Why, I 
wouldn’t part with Jerry for the world. I 
love him.” 

“I know that,” she said. “But you can 
get another husband. How long do you 
think it would take you to get your hands 
on $10,000?” 

The brazen attitude of this woman made 
me angry. Yet, it was devilish anger that 
rose in me, for I was sure of my hold on 
Jerry, while I wasn’t sure what Mrs. Syl- 
yester had in mind. I was dumb that way. 

“Is that all you think he’s worth, Mrs. 
Sylvester ?” 

“I didn’t say that, 
asked a question.” 

“Well,” I said, “I don’t really need $10,- 
000 right now—” 

“But.” she cut in, “you want a home. 
Jerry told me that.” 

“Oh. he did. And what else did he tell 
you?” 

“Everything,. Verna. Everything. You 
see, Jerry’s in love with my daughter, Mau- 
reen. He wants to leave you, but he doesn’t 
have the guts. I thought I might make it 
easier for him if I got you to divorce him. 
Then he could marry Maureen and—” 

“Mrs. Sylvester, will you please leave 
this apartment before I commit a crime: 
murder! Of all the low, dirty, evil—” 

She rose, ignoring my anger and my 
tirade. It was as if what I said meant noth- 
ing to her. She arose slowly, almost ma- 
jestically. She stood for a moment, look- 
ing at me like I was pure dirt. Then she 
said: 

“Before this is over, you'll wish you had 
accepted the offer. Your Jerry has got my 
daughter pregnant. Somebody has got to 
marry her to protect her name. Now you 
figure out the most likely candidate.” 

Should I get melodramatic with you and 
tell you how terribly shocked I was? I 
probably should, but I can’t—simply be- 
cause I don’t really remember how terribly 
shocked I was. As Mrs. Sylvester walked 
out of the door, slamming it in her wake, 
I just crumpled to the floor in a faint. 
Sometime later, Jerry came home and 
found me limp on the carpet. He put me to 
bed and revived me. 

“What happened, Verna?” Jerry asked, 
genuinely worried. 

I was shaky. Things came back to me 
slowly. I remembered the conversation 
with Mrs. Sylvester. And now I saw a dif- 
ferent Jerry. No longer was he the man 
I trusted implicitly. He was, instead, a 
mun whose every absence from home I was 
trying to. figure out in a matter of seconds. 
He was a husband who had betrayed his 
wife. While I was believing in him, he was 
having an affair right under my nose with 
another woman. 

Jerry read trouble in my eyes. At the 
time, I took his reaction for guilt. When 
he began to look fearful and ask me ques- 
tions, I took it that he knew what it was 
all about. I took it that he had found out 
[knew about him and Maureen. I didn’t 
think anything else. 
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she replied. “I only 
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“Why are you looking at me like that?” 
Jerry asked the question three or four 
times before I told him. 

“Mrs. Sylvester was here.” 

“What did she say?” 

“She offered me $10,000 for you.” 

“For me?” 

“Yes. She wants to buy you for Mau- 
reen. Seems that Maureen has good looks 
and brains and a good job, but she can’t 
get a man. So her rich Mama has to buy 
a husband for her. You’ve been elected.” 

Jerry laughed. It wasn’t his best laugh 
by far. But it was a laugh of some kind. 

“You know, Verna,” he said, “that is a 
joke. Wives don’t sell husbands to rich 
mothers with eligible daughters.” 

“No?” 

“No! And you're being ridiculous.” 

“T am? Well—Mrs. Sylvester said Mau- 
reen is pregnant. She said you're the 
father of the child.” 

“She said what?” 

“You heard what I said.” 

Jerry leaped up from the bedside. 

“T’ll go down and straighten that out 
right now,” he said. “Why that dirty 
b——_!” 

“Take your time,” I said. “When you 
come back, I'll be on my way home. We're 
through.” 

“But, Verna—” 

“T hope.” I said, “that you and Maureen 
and the baby will be happy.” 

I’ve gone over those two scenes—the one 
with Mrs. Sylvester, the other with Jerry— 
a thousand times and I still can’t get them 
into any perspective. They happened. I 
know it. Yet, they seem so unreal to me. 
I still can’t imagine that woman coming 
into my apartment and offering me $10,000 
for my husband. I was shocked, yet I was 
numbed. It never sank in as being the 
truth, probably because I believed so much 
in Jerry. Or because I was dumb. My con- 
versation with Jerry when I was revived 
is just about as dim in my memory. For 
one thing, I’m surprised that I wasn’t an- 
grier, that there wasn’t more violence. 
Then I must remember that I’d never loved 
anybody but Jerry. I’d always been a 
rather feminine girl. Yet, Jerry was my 
most prized possession. I told him that I 
was leaving just as coldly and quickly as 
if I'd planned it for weeks. If all this 
sounds unrealistic to you, remember that 
I must have been a fool ...a fool, I 
guess, in love ... or a child playing a 
woman’s role. Which? You tell me! 


ANYWAY, I DID LEAVE the apartment. 
** While Jerry went downstairs to Mrs. 
Sylvester’s apartment (I guessed that was 
where he went), I grabbed a few of my 
clothes, packed them hastily in a suitcase, 
grabbed my purse and hurried out of the 
building. As I passed the door to Mrs. Syl- 
vester’s, I heard loud voices. Three of them. 
One was Jerry. “But, Goddammit,” I 
heard him shout, “you had no right—” 
Another was Mrs. Sylvesters. “I’m going 
to protect MY daughter,” she said. The 
other was Maureen. She was weeping. 
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I hurried out into the street. I walked 
until I could hail a cab. When I'd done 
that, I got a ride to the railroad station. 
I took the first train to Peoria. 

And it wasn’t until I arrived in my home 
town did I think of something important: 
an explanation for Mom and Dad. But that 
wasn’t a big problem. I decided to lie. I 
would tell them that Jerry and I had 
thought it would be fun if I took a trip 
home and surprised them. After all, I 
hadn’t been home since we’d married and 
moved to Chicago. 

That lie came off fine. Mom and Dad 
were so glad to see me that they would 
have believed anything. 

It was a little different when I started 
getting nauseated every morning. At first, 
I didn’t know what it-meant. I thought I 
was eating something wrong. I tried a few 
medicines. Upset stomach, I thought. Mom 
and Dad—particularly Mom—knew better. 
I was pregnant! 

Just like Maureen, I was pregnant! 

Jerry was the father of two babies. His 
wife’s. His girl friend’s. 

I was his wife. I should have killed 
myself. 

But I didn’t. 

Instead of killing myself, I started grow- 
ing up. I started putting two and two to- 
gether and getting four. I started under- 
standing that Jerry wasn’t really working 
all those long hours he told me. I started 
remembering calls on the phone and single 
buzzes on the door buzzer and things like 
that. I started remembering how Jerry 
talked about Mrs. Sylvester and repeated 
things he’d heard her say. And it all 
started coming home to me: Jerry had 
been playing me for a sucker. 

That made me mad. 

At first, I was so angry I could have 
killed Jerry. 

But I was home with Mom and Dad. 
They were so proud of the fact that I was 
going to have a child. They fairly bubbled 
with happiness. I knew it would have killed 
them if they found out Jerry and I had 
split up. I hated Jerry for his dirt (or at 
least I thought I hated him), yet I knew I 
couldn’t give him up so easily. I couldn’t 
kill my parents no matter how dirty the 
situation was. And I knew it would kill 
them if they knew the dirty story. 

Still, I had pride, too. Moreover, I had 
feelings. I had loved the guy. 

Now I had a dilemma. 

I'll never understand why this thing 
never made me go berserk or want to com- 
mit suicide or do the things I read about 
women doing in the papers. That has puz- 
zled me a lot. Why didn’t I get really emo- 
tional? Why didn’t I really blow my top? 
Yet—didn’t I really? 

I must have. Why else would Rev. Wil- 
liams give me the advice he did. 

I had gone to church with my parents 
that Sunday. I had listened to Rev. Wil- 
liams preach a passionate sermon. I had 
listened and I had been moved to tears. 
Rev. Williams had used Ruth, the Biblical 
character, as the subject of his sermon. 


And he had painted her in such a way as to 

















































touch not only my heart, but the heart of 
every woman present. I’d never felt this 
way before. But, this Sunday, I seemed} — 
to be ripe for religion. I cried. And as|] - 
cried, it seemed that finally, the dam had | 
broken and now I could really let myself | 
go. Now I could really steam in my misery, 
I could feel all the hopelessness that | 
hadn’t yet felt because everything—Mr: | 
Sylvester’s visit, her news about Maureen’: 
pregnancy, Jerry’s actions, my own action. | | 
my own pregnancy—seemed so unreal} 
Now the floodgates were open. I wept un. 
controllably! 1 
Mom and Dad thought I was having , 
spiritual awakening. 
Rev. Williams knew that something wa; ” 
wrong in my life. " 
He had a habit of circulating through the a} 
church on certain Sundays, shaking hand di 
with all the members. When he passed me, n 
and shook my hand, he managed to tell me ‘a 
that he’d like to see me in his office after 
church service. I don’t know whether Mon] 4} 
and Dad heard or not—but I nodded. m 
In that meeting. Rev. Williams drew the] te 
story from me. He pointed out to me that} th 
I was being a juvenile, that I had taken} jo, 
Mrs. Sylvester’s unsubstantiated word anf m 
left my husband in Chicago. He showed | 
me that I had played right into the hank} ['y 
of a vicious woman, most likely. it < 
“T don’t have any way of knowing fof jt’s 
sure, Verna.” Rev. Williams said, “but Inf so 
almost willing to bet that Maureen isif cry 
pregnant. Or that if she is, Jerry isn’t thf for 
father of the baby. You’ve been a fool,! I 
think. But I can understand. You're bof [ | 
young in experience and young in age. Mrf day 
Sylvester sounds like a shrewd woman. Sif out 
wants a husband for her daughter. Jemy me: 
is handsome and, from what you tell m— wou 
he’s probably impressed the old womag _ littl 
Maybe she is the kind who loves younf Cre 
men and would really want him for herself care 
Regardless—I say this, if you want Jemf_ righ 
to be yours, you’ve got to go back to (ii L 
cago and fight for him . . .” Lore 
I had to grow up. That was what I if like 
to do. Listening to Rev. Williams expla} get | 
the various angles in the case, I tried» them 
grow up fast. I guess I did. Fr 
That Sunday night, I took a train half sona. 
to Chicago. From the train station, I tif Didd 
a cab out to Jim’s place. I told Jim wh} caree 
had come. I told him that I meant to fgif sort : 
for my husband. I told him I wanted his Rich 
to go to Jerry and tell him that I was pre I wan 
nant, too, and that I needed protection. \ Radic 
And that it was going to be a battle the C 
tween Mrs. Sylvester and Maureen I ma 
me. Maybe after both kids were bom. sick | 
told Jim to tell Jerry, I might want wid ” 4 
him up. But not now. Sat 
ur 
I talked on and on and on. her's 
Finally Jim interrupted me. paced 
“All right!” he said. “Can I get@™% Ther, 
in edgewise?” me dy 
“T’m sorry.” the-lin 
“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “Just g¢% were | 
over there and let Jerry know you still all ro 
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“him before he goes mad. If you hadn’t 


been such a young, stupid fool, you never 
would have left him. That Mrs. Sylvester 
and her daughter have tried to pull that 
gag before. Many guys would have mar- 
ried Maureen earlier—but her mother is 
half nuts and she’s completely under her 
mother’s domination. Since you’ve been 
gone, Jerry moved out of their apartment. 
He lost her laundry business. She raised 
hell with the laundry company, and they 
fred him. He got a job with another firm— 


but he hasn’t been raising any hell. He 
spends most of his time worrying about 
you, pining for you .. .” 

“Where’s he living now?” I asked. 

“Here’s his address,” Jim said, handing 
me a piece of paper on which he’d written 
a street number while talking. “Why don’t 
you hurry. on over there and tell that 
brother of mine that you love him?” 

“T will, Jim,” I said. 

And I did. 

The rest of the story, you know. 


THE END 





Devil Love 


away to Jeannie Mae—the good woman in 
my life who I didn’t have sense enough to 
appreciate. But Jeannie Mae would rather 
die than touch anything that ever came 
into contact with Cream. So, I don’t know 
what to do with these things. 

Trouble with me is I’m getting myself 
all worked up and excited and actually 
accomplishing nothing. Yes, guess I'll take 
ten and pour myself a long, cool one from 
the Scotch bottle, stretch out there on that 
long. pretty divan and cool it. Maybe some 
music will help. 

Only thing I can think of is a record 
I've almost used all the shellac off, playin’ 
itso much. Joe Williams. Every Day. Now, 
i's on.the blonde record-player, just set 
so itll play over and over again until I 
cry “help.” Man that record bugs me. Now 
for the drink. 

Little taste never hurt anyone. And, Jim, 
I been tastin’ awhile for the past seven 
days. Jeannie Mae would say I’m turning 
out completely no good. Only she wouldn’t 
mean it. What would Cream say? Cream 
would say, exactly what I just thought— 
little taste never hurt anyone. That’s how 
Cream thinks and lives—easy-goin, don’t 
care, forget tomorrow and live like crazy 
right now. 

Listen to that Joe Williams boy sing. 
Lord, Lord, Lord. He musta had a heifer 
like Cream in his life. Ain’t a livin’ could 
get those blues so genuine without living 
them. 

Funny thing, I never met Big Joe per- 
sonally and he wouldn’t know me from Bo 
Diddly but, even so, it seems like Joe’s 
career and my life in Chicago have some 
sort of weird connection. Ever since I left 
Richmond, Virginia—there were two things 
I wanted to see bad. One was New York’s 
Radio City, Music Hall and the other was 
the Club DeLisa in Chicago. First friends 
I made after I hit this town got worried 
sick listening to me demanding to be taken 
to the DeLisa. To shut me up, they organ- 
ized a party and we went there on a 
Saturday night. I sure had myself a ball 
that night. There was a big, driving band 
paced by a drumming maniac called Red. 
There was a master of ceremonies who had 
me dying laughing with his read-between- 
the-lines jokes. Then, to top it off, there 
Were some fine, big-legged gals kicking 
all round the stage and switching their 


(Continued from Page 31) 


cute selves all over the place. There was 
big Joe Williams—not famous yet—but as 
good as he is today, sobbing and crying 
about everyday he had the blues. And, 
Lord have mercy, there was Cream. 

Sounds like a crazy name for a gal but 
if you saw that heifer, you’d know why 
they named her Miss Cream. I hate to even 
think anything complimentary about her. 
She’s so rotten inside. But, man, that chick 
is absolutely fine. Big, staring eyes like 
she’s never told a lie and still believes in 
Santa Claus. Long, chestnut hair falling 
to her mad, mad shoulders. Built like a 
Pepsi Cola bottle and colored milky white 
with pretty little old freckles on her face 
and on the end of her nose. That gal could 
pass for ofay any day and when my friends 
brought her along in the party and said she 
was to be my date for the evening, I wanted 
to ask them if they were serious. I felt 
like a complete fool the first part of the 
evening. Cream tried to make conversation 
and I couldn’t even carry it along. All I 
could do was stare at her to try to de- 
cide if I was seeing her with my eyes 
or with my Cutty Sark and every time she 
looked at me, I got as embarrassed as the 
town bully getting caught taking his kid 
sister to Sunday School. 

Yeah, I had a- ball that night—and I 
been payin’ for it ever since. 

My bashfulness with Cream seemed to 
entertain her and the rest of the party 
better than the stage show. They kept mak- 
ing remarks and signifying and Cream, 
herself, started getting real happy with the 
Cutty Sark almost like she was the man 
and I was the chick. Well, pretty soon my 
Scotch and my real personality started 
blending real wonderful and before you 
knew it, I was handing this out-of-this- 
world dame a line from here clean back 
to Richmond. 

I gave her that old tired business—which 
still works—you know, asking her if her 
eyes bothered her because they sure 
bothered me. I came up with all the corny 
stuff which is supposed to work with the 
dames. But this Cream was a smart oper- 
ator. The minute I began to go to work 
on her, she began to cool. 

“You're a pretty hipped boy, after all, 
aren’t you, Country?” she cracked. “What 
was all that wide-eyed jive about before, 
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“No, baby.” I came back. “You affected 
me just like I was affected when I was 
first born. You know when I was born, I 
was so surprised at seeing this beautiful 
world, I didn’t speak for a year.” 

“Ooooh!” Cream exclaimed disgustedly. 
“Are you corny?” 

All of us had such a good time and got so 
high that night they almost had to put 
us out of the DeLisa. Then no one wanted 
to go home. So Cream suggested we come 
up to her place for some breakfast. 

By this time, I had developed great big 
eyes for the chick and even bigger ideas. 
My eyes started to buck and my ideas to 
cool a bit when I realized as we left the 
club that one of the cars which had 
brought us was a block-long Caddy with 
the fishtail decorations—and that this fab- 
ulous boat belonged to Cream—or at least 
she was driving it. 

I got an even worse shock when I saw 
the “little place” to which Cream had in- 
vited us—her apartment. It was one of 
those Hollywood-looking jobs with rugs 
you could get lost in, not one, but two bath- 
rooms and furniture that must have cost 
a mint. This babe is really out of my class, 
I decided worriedly. Wonder what she does 
for a living? 

I didn’t know then. But, believe me, I 
know now. 

Cream served us drinks from a fantastic 
bar—one of those numbers which is hidden 
in the wall and which comes into sight at 
the push of a button. Then she beckoned 
to me to come into the kitehen and help 
her get “a little chow” ready. I felt real 
foolish when she draped a silly-looking little 
apron around my waist and put me to wash- 
ing up a sinkful of neglected dishes. But 
I felt real good also, sorta like I was in- 
volved in a make-believe game of being 
married to a beautiful girl and living in 
a sharp pad like this with a long, sleek 
Cadillac waiting outside the door. 

“T sure would like to do this more often 
—only not when you had other company,” 
I blurted out as Cream went about the 
business of preparing bacon, eggs and a 
number of side delicacies which she got 
together with amazing dispatch. 

She stopped what she was doing, came 
over to stand teasingly in front of me 
and asked with big, innocent eyes: 

“Ts the man proposing to the lady?” 

I’ve often wondered if she knew I was 
going to snatch her. If she deliberately 
placed her fine self so close to mine, gave 
me those lovely soft eyes to gaze into so 
intimately because she knew I couldn’t re- 
sist the temptation of them, of her. 


AU I KNOW IS THAT something inside 
gripped me almost like pain. Some- 
thing whirred around in my head like a 
part of a sensitive machine which has lost 
control. I went crazy to hold her, to have 
her lips, to know the warmth, the vitality, 
the sweetness of her—to know them in my 
arms. 
To make matters worse—or better, as I 
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thought at the time—Cream didn’t struggle 
or resist when I pulled her roughly into 
my arms. She came willingly. eagerly. She 
curved her soft, warm, trembling self to 
me, curled her arms about my neck. I felt 
her hand touching my ear, stroking my 
face and, in an unbelievably ecstatic dream, 
I fancied that the thing which means most 
in the life of every man had happened to 
me—to be desired by a desirous woman. 

Then, suddenly, when the throbbing kiss 
seemed about to inflame my brain, to set 
my very self on fire, Cream did a strange, 
brutally awakening thing. She took my 
lower lip between her sharp, perfectly white 
teeth and bit—hard—almost hard enough 
to draw blood. 

I wrenched myself away from her, staring 
at her with pain and shock. 

“Why did you do that?” I demanded. 
My pulses were racing. A vein stood out 
in my forehead. 

She drew me back to her, flung her arms 
about me and looked up into my eyes. 

“Just wanted you to wake up, darling,” 
she told me. “I didn’t want to see you get 
carried away. You see, no matter how much 
you like me or want me, you'll never be 
able to own me—or even to borrow me 
for a while.” 

Then, humming lightly, she swirled away 
from me and went back to the stove where 
she’d been preparing breakfast. 

I guess I should have been warned right 
then that I was fooling with danger. But 
I was too excited, too intoxicated with the 
thrill of this almost hurtingly beautiful 
woman—too carried away—like she said— 
to have any sense or reason. 

I stared at her back as she worked at 
the stove. I strode over to her, caught her 
close to me, her back to mine, my arms 
about her waist. I rested my cheek against 
hers. 

“You will belong to me,” I told her 
savagely—but tenderly. “You will.” 

Cream looked intently into my eyes. For 
a split second, I could have sworn that I 
saw reflected in hers the same deep pas- 
sion in my own. Then it flickered away and 
she laughed a hard, not merry laugh. 

She moved quickly, picked up a tray on 
which she had arranged some food. She 
headed for the swinging door leading out 
of the kitchen. Tossing the laugh back at 
me again over my shoulder, she demanded 
almost hysterically. 

“How many Cadillacs can you buy me 
this year?” 

It was the first cruel thing Cream had 
done to me—beside biting my lip until 
the-blood almost came. It wasn’t going to 
be the last. All the fun of the party was 
ruined for.me. I was back down to earth, 
yanked off that pink cloud of dreams on 
which I’d been afloat. Everything seemed 
drained out of me. Even square as I was 
at that time, I didn’t need a horse to fall 
on me to get the point. 

What Cream was letting me know right- 
out in front was that her affections went 
to the highest bidder. I gazed around the 
black and white, modern perfection of her 


ture in the apartment, the expensive 
clothes Cream wore so casually, so beaut. 
fully. I thought about that long, black, 
sleek rockwagon standing out in front of 
her door. 

Where had I come off, with my country 
self, dreaming I could travel in such fag 
company? Suddenly I didn’t want any 
more partying. No more drinks, no mor 
laughs. I had to remember that I'd com 
to this big city with a few borrowed bucks, 
that I needed to get a job real fast to pay 
my rent at the Y. Man, man, I reflected 
miserably, when the Good Lord handed oy 
brains, I sure musta been standin’ behind 
a tree. I wandered out into the living room, 
made some feeble excuses and got out of 
there fast. But not before Cream walked ty 
the door with me. Not before she turned 
those curvy lips up to me, brushed my 
cheek and whispered devilishly. 

“Whatsa matter, Country, can’t you take 
8 

I was furious with myself as I rode home 
in a taxi with a driver who wanted to make 
conversation in spite of my rude shortnes 
of reply. I’d never see that chick again. All 
she wanted with someone like me was ty 
enjoy watching another human squirm, to 
make a fool of me, to mock and fed 
superior. Well, she was nothing in m 
young life. Big city like Chicago. Ther 
had to be plenty of down-to-earth, decent 
women who could make a man feel like 
a man instead of like a jackass. 

My anger against Cream and my scom 
of myself spurred me into more positiv: 
action the next day than I’d shown sine 





kitchen. I thought of the gorgeous furn.§ 





I'd arrived in Chicago. I’d been calli 
myself looking for a job ever since [ hit 
town. Actually. I’d just been going throug 
the motions. But the next day I lit out if 
several employment offices and landed my 
self some work just as if I had planned it 
It almost amazed me to realize that I hal 
talked the personnel director of one i 
the big Loop hotels into hiring me as: 
doorman when obviously he didn’t belie 
I could fill the bill. 

The new job kept my complete inter 
for the next few days. I was determined! 
solidify myself in my position, determin! 
to make good. Of course, it wasn’t the typ 
of work I’d had my heart set on whe 
planning my big plans about Chicago. i 
the incident with Cream had made & 
feel I'd gotten into the habit of aimiij 
too high, expecting too much out of lik 
I tried to punish myself by constantly tt 
ing myself I wasn’t the big shot I pt 
tended to be. Just be yourself, boy, 
kept reminding myself. Just be yours 
You'll be happier. 

Actually, I wasn’t happy. Two wet 
after that wild party at the club, I} 
to face the facts and admit that not a! 
had- passed without bringing to my 
the memories. The memories of the /f 
lips, the warmth of her in my arms,! 
almost unbearable sweetness I rem 
bered. But I was determined not to 
back to her, to let her laugh in my # 
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I never dreamed that Cream would call 
me. Fact, I’d forgotten even telling her 
where I lived. That’s why it was such a 
shock when I heard myself being paged 
over the loudspeaker, went out to the hall 
phone and heard that teasing voice: 

“Hi, Country.” Cream greeted me. 
“Where’ve you been keeping yourself. How- 
come you act so unsociable? You come 
over here tonight at 8:30. I’m bored.” 

Then she hung up. I was divided between 
a big, warm feeling of pleasure at the fact 
that she remembered me, at hearing her 
voice again—and fury at the way she was 
treating me, ordering me around like I was 
her slave. The fury won out for a while. 
Who did she think she was, anyhow? I 
swore I wouldn’t go. I’d show her she 
couldn’t make a fool out of me. I went 
back into my little cubbyhole of a room 
and tried to get interested again in the TAN 
magazine I’d been reading. Every page I 
turned now seemed, by some weird trick, 
to throw up to me the picture of that 
pretty face, those demanding lips. 

Suddenly, I threw the book down and 
stripped off my clothes, preparing to shower 
and dress. Minutes later I was ringing 
Cream’s bell. I had surrendered my pride. 
It wouldn’t be the last time. 

Even though I had so shamelessly given 
in, I was wearing a chip on my shoulder. 
I was prepared to assert myself with 
Cream, to handle her like a smart alec 
dame should be handled. I had it all 
planned—how cool and sarcastic I was 
going to be—and nasty, if necessary. 

I didn’t get a chance. That amazing, 
unpredictable devil was so sweet to me that 
night that she took my breath away. She 
met me at the door and rushed into my 
arms as if I were the only man on earth, 
the man she’d been waiting for for months 
and months. Before I even knew what was 
happening, we were standing inside her 
hallway, kissing each other a long hungry 
kiss. The passion with which Cream kissed 
me left me bewildered, drained and once 
again her complete slave. 

When we came out of the clinch, I 
noticed that this girl was dressed to kill. 
She had on a stunning suit and she looked 
radiantly beautiful. 

“Gosh, you’re pretty, Cream,” I told her 
in the awed voice of a small boy. 

“Sure, I am,” she said, tossing her head 
vainly. “I’m pretty for you. ‘Cause you, 
dear boy, are taking me out to a coupla 
jumping joints on the Near North Side 
and we’re going to get very high and have 
lots of sport.” 

“Tonight?” I gasped. I was making a 
frantic calculation of my capital. I had 
about nine dollars to my name—and that 
was supposed to last me until payday— 
almost three days off. 

“Yes, tonight,” Cream answered mock- 
ingly. “And don’t look so lost. I know you 
haven’t got any money. You never have to 
worry about money with your little Cream. 
Your little Cream has oodles of bucks and 
knows how to get oodles more.” 

She went over to one of the beautiful end 
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tables, slid open a real sneaky drawer and 
took out a wad of bills. She handed them 
to me airily. 

“But...” I began. 

“But, nothing,” Cream interrupted me 
sharply. “Don’t give me that hick line 
about you can’t accept money from a 
woman. Just put that trash in your pocket 
and be happy that a square like you knows 
somebody worthwhile like me.” 

A hot answer was on its way from my 
lips. But Cream had walked over to the 
divan where I was sitting and sat on my 
knee. She had put her arms around me and 
kissed me again. I don’t know where that 
woman learned how to kiss like that. All 
I knew was that it did something to me 
over which I hadn’t much control. 

A few minutes later Cream went to get 
her coat and I sneaked a hasty look at the 
money she had entrusted to me. I gasped 
with astonishment. Almost three hundred 
dollars. I couldn’t remember when Id seen 
that much money just tossed around care- 
lessly, given to an almost total stranger 
for an evening’s pleasure. 

I felt like a big shot, piloting Cream’s 
luxurious Caddy down the Outer Drive, 
veering into the crazy-quilt layout of the 
Near North and pulling up in front of a 
neon-lit club where a _ polite doorman 
handed us out and took over the parking. 
Imagine me, a doorman being waited on 
by a doorman—and escorting a fine frame 
like Cream—and my pockets heavy with 
money. 

It seemed as though everyone in the 
place knew Cream. The head waiter called 
her by name and broke his neck getting 
us a ringside table. Several white couples 
nodded and smiled at her and the leader 
of the band waved in her direction. 

This atmosphere was totally different 
from what I'd enjoyed at South Side clubs. 
It was quieter, more restrained. But every- 
one was having a ball nevertheless. I no- 
ticed that Cream drank quite heavily, al- 
most as though she were desperate to have 
a good time. She was more and more mel- 
low to me with each drink. She was pretty 
high when she demanded hectically that 
we “get out of this joint and go some- 
where else.” I must say, however, that 
unless you knew Cream it was hard to tell 
the difference when she got high. Only a 
brighter sparkle lighting her eyes and twin 
red spots glowing in her cheeks betrayed 
that the whiskey was taking its effect. 

Two more spots and more than fifty 
dollars worth of fun later. we were headed 
back toward Cream’s apartment. I was 
beginning to think about having to pull 
that early time this morning and the most 
| hoped for was a warm, goodnight kiss 
and another date. But when we reached 
her place, Cream latched on to me at the 
door and wove her arms around me, cling- 
ing almost like a frightened child. 

“Stay with me, baby?” she entreated 
thickly. “Stay with me. Don’t leave your 
lil Cream alone. Stay with me?” 

Needless to say, early hours or not, I 
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didn’t need much persuading. And this was 
the mistake—if a magic one—which I 
made which got me hooked just as cer- 
tainly as an addict gets hooked on the 
stuff. For, if ever a woman knew the art 
of lovemaking, that woman was Cream. In 
the arms of a man Cream is a combination 
of things. Now a coy and tender lover, now 
a demanding, urging beast, sometimes a 
tease to drive you to frantic desire, some- 
times so flamboyantly bold as to take your 
breath away. 

I’d known many women who could move 
a man to frenzy. But Cream had every trick 
on the books and some tantalizing new 
ones of her own. Her arms clasping me 
tightly, her lips half-parted, her will shap- 
ing me to her slightest desire, Cream drew 
me into her devil’s web with the certainty 
of a jungle guide directing an explorer. 
And when, as the Chinese say, “the storm 
was over and the cloud had burst,” Cream 
was as alive, awake and full of energy and 
vitality as I was spent and wasted and 
victoriously defeated. 

Even the haze of her alcohol seemed to 
have vanished as she peered at me, bright- 
eyed. 

“You ain’t so country after all, are you 
Country?” she teased me. Then she added, 
with a sudden burst of unexplainable 
fierceness. “But you'll never get to be too 
hipped for your lil Cream.” 

It was all I could do to persuade her to 
stop talking so much so we could both get 
some sleep. Cream was in a mood now to 
drink and party some more. But it was 
close to four o’clock and I’d have less than 
three hours of rest. 

Finally, I managed to quiet her down. 
Cradled in my arms, she dropped off to 
sleep before I did. What manner of woman 
is this in my arms, I asked myself. There 
was no answer. Sleep came before an 
answer. 

T SEEMED AS THOUGH mere minutes 

had elapsed before a ringing noise shot 
through my brain. It was the telephone on 
a small white table next to Cream’s bed. 
I awoke resentfully, shook her into half- 
awareness and watched as she answered 
the phone sleepily. 

“Hello, darling,” she said into the instru- 
ment. “Yes, dear. When. Oh, all right. 
Yes, darling.” 

I lay there, afire with childish jealousy. 
Who was calling her at this hour—some- 
one who she obviously heard from at any 
hour without surprise. I was hardly pre- 
pared for the next development. 

Cream turned to me with cold, com- 
manding eyes. 

“You'll have to leave, Country,” she said. 

I stared at her and past her at the little 
white clock. It was four-thirty. I hadn’t 
been asleep fifteen minutes. 

“What?” I demanded in the outrage of 
a man prematurely awakened. 

She spoke with great distinctness. 

“You'll have to leave—not five minutes 
from now, but now,” she emphasized. 

“Who was that on the telephone?” I 
demanded angrily. 





























“T don’t think it’s any of your business— 
but since you’re so curious—that was my 
baby calling and he’s on his way up and 
he really wouldn’t like to see you here 
when he gets here. You wouldn’t like it 
either,” she added. 

A silent fury was at work inside of me, 
Yet, actually, what right had I to be furi- 
ous? Cream had never made any pretense 
about being a pure little girl lost in the 
big city. She owed me nothing. In fact, 
if the truth were told, the obligation was 
mostly on my side. And yet, I hated her 
cold guts, hated the sophisticated way she 
was demanding that I get out into the 
cold night to make room for her sponsor, 
her backer, whatever the fool was to her, 
I wanted to find a way to wound her, in. 
sult her—simply to cover up my own feel- 
ing of hurt. 

I swung out of bed and began dressing, 

“That phone call. Is he the guy who 
bought that car, this furniture and every- 
thing else?” I asked sneeringly. 

Cream was watching me. 

“Yes,” she replied. “The same guy. Also 
the guy who gives me small change like 
I gave you tonight—small change to give 
to country boys who want to take me out 
but really can’t afford it.” 

Blazing with rage, I turned and looked 
at Cream. 

“You cheap, little slut,” I shouted. “No 
one asked you for your filthy money. I'm 
going to give you back all I’ve got left. 
And, when I get it, I’m going to return 
to you all we spent.” 

Cream came toward me. I was hypno- 
tized into silence as she moved toward me. 
As much as I hated her, I was helpless 





when she drew me to my feet, put her 


arms around me and kissed me again—that [ 


fatal, sweet, cloying kiss. 

“You’re not going to be angry with me,” 
she whispered in my ear. It wasn’t a plea. 
It was a_ tenderly-spoken command. 
“You’re not going to give me the money 
back. And you are going to keep what 
you have. And you are going to kiss me 
once more and leave me. And you are 
going to phone me tomorrow night at 
eight.” 

Maybe it’s hard for people in their right 
senses to believe. But Cream’s kiss, her 
soft-spoken commands erased everything in 
my mind but the will to obey. to do what 
she told me to do, because she told me to 
do it. I honestly believe that if, at that 
moment, she had suggested that I step over 
to the window and crawl out on the ledge 
and jump, I'd not now be here to tell my 
miserable, shameful story. 

Of course, I fought against this magic 
spell. All that bleary-eyed day, at work. 
I cursed and reviled myself for a weakling 





and tried to demand of my own conscience 
an answer to my abject surrender to 4 
strangely wicked, strangely fascinating 
woman who, in one breath, acted as though 
I were the big love come to her life, then, 
in the next, pushed me aside for the mat 
who kept her. 
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But the spell was too powerful. And it 
was no small consolation having a couple 
of hundred dollars in my pocket. A careless 
gift from my weird lover. Maybe, after all, 
I wasn’t so “country” as Cream said. I'd 
heard about the smooth, suave boys who 
never fall in love with a woman, who don’t 
care what she does with her body and soul 
as long as they profit financially. I no 
longer had the manly, noble objection to 
substituting finance for romance. Maybe 
I should stop grumbling about ridiculous 
things like love and loyalty and play the 
situation for all it was worth. 

I began to do just that. I saw Cream 
often—whenever she summoned me. We 
frequented the finest restaurants, most ex- 
clusive clubs and went to the theatres on 
opening nights. It never cost me a penny. 
In fact, every date was profitable. For, 
each time, Cream, who had an inexhaust- 
ible amount of money seemingly, placed 
a more than adequate supply in my hands 
and let me know that she expected none 
of what was left. Being in Cream’s com- 
pany was thrilling. Most of the time she 
was sweet and devoted to me. She intro- 
duced me to that gracious art of living 
which only the well-heeled can afford. 
Cream treated me like a pampered posses- 
sion. She liked to watch my wide-eyed 
reaction to the vistas which are unlocked 
with the magic of currency. She seemed 
genuinely in love with me and the inten- 
sity of her passion, when we were behind 
closed doors, didn’t alter one bit from the 
torrid degree I experienced the night of 
our first date. 

One day she phoned to tel] me she want- 
ed me to take her to a formal dance. 

“But I don’t have formal clothes, baby,” 
I protested. 

“Well, get some,” she snapped. 

“With what?” I demanded. I had 
learned the art of always being five dollars 
short—even though, through her lavish- 
ness, I had banked a couple of thousand 
in the few months I’d known her. 

Cream sighed. 

“By the way,” she declared. “You not 
only don’t have formal clothes, but I’ve 
been noticing that you don’t even have the 
proper informal clothes to be taking me 
out. Meet me tomorrow afternoon at one at 
State and Madison in front of the drug- 
store.” 

She hung up abruptly. She seemed to 
delight in proving her power over me, at 
times, by being rude. I didn’t mind that 
any more. As long as she was doing things 
for me, why make an issue over a little 
impoliteness. I grinned with triumph when 
I heard the receiver click. The penny-ante 
days were over. Now I was to be treated 
to an excellent wardrobe—and knowing 
Cream like I did—I anticipated that she 
would underwrite a wardrobe second to 
none, 

I wasn’t disappointed. Cream had charge 
plates for all the best shops in the Loop. 
We selected suits, shirts, shoes, a couple 
of topcoats, everything I wanted. The bill 
must have total, but 
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been a staggering 
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Cream treated the whole affair quite cas- 
ually. 

“Now, you'll look like something, Coun- 
try.” she observed. “Don’t know why I 
didn’t think of this before. Why didn’t 
you?” 

“Baby, you know I hate to have you 
doing things like this for me,” I told her. 

She gave me an odd, cynical look. 

“Sometimes I wonder,” she shot back. 
“But whether you’re lying or not—it’s per- 
fectly all right with me. You’re pretty 
enough to dress up at my expense. Be- 
sides,” she added viciously, “Remember, it 
doesn’t cost me a cent.” 

It wasn’t the first time that Cream had 
made an insinuation like that—a nasty re- 
minder that another man was paying for 
the things she was doing for me. When I 
thought about that—without her saying it 
“—it made me feel clever and hipped. But 
when she flung it into my face, I got a 
chill of hatred for myself and for her. I’d 
learned to keep my mouth shut though. 
Keeping my mouth shut paid off. 

From the day she bought the clothes, 
Cream seemed to take even more inter- 
est in me. She suggested I quit my job. 

“It drags me to be going with a door- 
man,” she said. 

I knew that having a job was my one 
last stand for personal manhood. I flatly 
refused. Besides, I was wise enough to 
realize that this Arabian Nights existence 
I was living might not go on forever. 

It did go on for four solid years. My 
bank account grew. My attachment to 
Cream grew, also. I tried to believe it was 
an attachment based on what I was getting 
out of it materially. I tried not to believe 
that I was hopelessly in love with her; that 
I wouldn’t have kept fooling with her un- 
less it was for profit. But I found out 
better. I found it out the night that I first 
saw Cream’s sugar daddy—the mysterious 
benefactor—hers and mine—who I’d never 
even seen or met. 

I was, unexpectedly, on night duty the 
evening that one of the snootier South Side 
sororities took over the Grand Ballroom of 
the hotel. As a Negro, I was feeling aw- 
fully proud at the awesiruck stares of the 
whites as the sleek limousines of the South 
Side’s cream of society drew up in front 
of the hotel and beautifully-dressed women 
and impeccably-tailored men alighted. My 
folk really can put on a fashion show, I 
thought, watching the mink-dripping crowd 
pour into the place. 

My pride emptied out like sink dish- 
water as an all-too familiar Cadillac 
dipped up to the entrance. It was Cream’s 
car. In a flash of something close to 
horror, I watched her step out gracefully 
as I mechanically held the door open. She 
was with a distinguished-looking man who 
I recognized immediately as one of the top 
business magnates of the South Side—a 
man whose name was Open Seasame to 
many doors and who was one of the most 
respected—and reputed to be the wealth- 
iest tycoon in the Negro community. 
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I caught a glimmer of amusement in 
Cream’s eyes as she recognized me. Then, 
stepping like a queen, she moved swiftly 
past me on the arm of her escort. A wild 
tempo of rage began beating in my brain. 
I felt cheap, filthy, stunned. 

In that instant, with the resentment of 
having been placed in such a position, it 
came to me that the basis of all my discom- 
fort was jealousy. I was jealous of Cream. 
I loved her like life itself. I had been try- 
ing to play the pimp role—not for what she 
could give me—but because I had to have 
something to cover up my utter devotion 
to her. 

Mechanically, for the next few minutes, 
I went about my work. But I was sick—as 
sick as a fevered patient in howling de- 
lirium. I went to the front office and said 
abruptly that I'd have to leave. I wasn’t 
feeling well. I went to my locker and 
dressed, not waiting to hear the agonized 
protests of my boss. 


HAT WAS A HORRIBLE night for me. 

I didn’t go home. I walked and walked 
—east side. west side, all over town. I 
didn’t know where I was going, didn’t care. 
I was a man, sick with love, jealousy and 
shame. 

I wound up in a series of small taverns 
on the South Side, then in an after-hours 
joint. I was tanked up plenty by nine 
o’clock the next morning. Tanked up and 
determined. This farce with Cream could 
go no further. I was going to have a show- 
down. 

I suppose I should have had _ sense 
enough to go home and get some rest. But 
for me there was to be no rest until I had 
carried out the plan in my mind. Cream 
was my girl. She loved me. Of this I was 
certain. All she needed was some firm han- 
dling. She had to be told that she was my 
girl, that I would no longer stand to be 
playing second fiddle to some middle-aged 
Romeo who had bought her, lock, stock and 
barrel. Cream wanted to give real love— 
not paid-for, mock affection. If not, why 
was she two-timing her sugar daddy with 
me? If I acted the part of a man, I could 
take her away from him, make her marry 
me. Make her give up the fabulous things 
he could give her. 

I hailed acab and gave the driver 
Cream’s address. 

My confidence in my plan grew as we 
sped toward Cream’s apartment. I was in 
for a horrible, ego-destroying letdown. 

Cream stared at me in outrage as she 
opened the door. I got the feeling that she 
was going to slam it in my face so I barged 
past her. It was my turn to be shocked. 
Cream’s old man was sitting up there in 
the living room, big as life, comfortable as 
he could get in a silk dressing gown. He 
rose politely. 

Cream came in behind me, infuriated. 

“What do you mean by coming here un- 
invited—and at this hour?” she demanded. 

I decided it was now or never. I decided 
to upset her, expose her before her sponsor 
and let her see I wasn’t afraid. 






“T’m here because I’ve got a right to be 
here,” I stormed. “I’m here because I’m 
tired of being invited here behind this 
man’s back. I’m here because I love you 
and because you belong to me.” 

Before Cream could say anything, the 
Big Shot intervened in a cool, courteous 
manner. 

“Cream, you’re not being very polite to 
this young man,” he murmured. “Won't 
you take off your hat and coat and have a 
seat. We're just getting ready to have 
breakfast. Perhaps you’ll join us.” 

I was completely flabbergasted. Hadn’t 
the man heard the damaging things I had 
said? Didn’t he care about Cream running 
around behind his back? I got my answer 
with brutal swiftness. 

Cream’s anger vanished. She threw back 
that lovely head and laughed a hearty, hate. 
ful laugh. 

“You poor, dear country square,” she 
spat at me, almost hysterically. “Darling, 
you must feel yourself a great deal more 
important than you really are. In the first 
place, Arnold knows everything about you. 
He knows we’ve been going out together, 
He knows we’ve spent nights together. He 
knows that I’ve had to give you a little 
change to keep you in cigarette money and 
clothes because I found you amusing and 
because you were so very shabby. I don't 
keep anything from Arnold, do I darling?” 

She had walked over to him and perched 
on his knee, watching me with utter con- 
tempt and defiance. 

A red rage possessed me. I don’t think 
I’ve ever felt smaller in my life. I took a 
menacing step toward Cream. Her precious 
Arnold pushed her gently off his knees and 





stood. He was a big, muscular, brute. 


seemingly in beautiful physical condition. : 


even for his age. 

“I’m afraid Ill have to ask you not to 
stay for breakfast, after all, young man,” 
Arnold said pleasantly. “Cream’s not feel- 
ing in a good mood and I wouldn’t want 
her upset. I suggest you call her later to- 
day. There’s really no good reason why 
you two should quarrel.” 

I wanted to kill both of them—this devil 
of a woman who I loved even at this min- 
ute—and her cool, soft-spoken, but author- 
atative sugar daddy. I wanted to kill them 
and, if I died too, that wouldn’t have mat: 
tered. Then the revelation of what a sordid 
mess I was in, how naive I had been un- 





der the guise of being smart—all came 
down on me with a crushing weight. My 
shoulders drooped and my heart was lead- 
heavy like my footsteps as I turned to leave 
the room, the house, Cream’s life—as | 
thought. 

But I had not seen the last of Cream. 

I honestly believed I was cured of her. ! 
believed that the fever of brain and body, 
the ache for her, the demand of my soul t 
be near her were all ended. They should 
have been. For any man who is dragg 
down to the depths of mental hell the life 
of which I went through that morning i? 
her apartment—and for the next few tor 
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tured, miserable days—that man ought to 
be able to see the light, to either give him- 
self to a river or straighten up and try to 
be a man. 

I'll have to admit that I, who had often 
called suicides weaklings and cowards, 
thought of the river. But my love for life 
and fear of death soon erased that inspira- 
tion. I decided to forget Cream, to make a 
new life for myself. And, grimly enough, 
I decided to do it with the help of the ill- 
gotten gains of my strange romance. 

I made swift and calculating plans. I 
had more than five thousand in the bank. 
I had no debts. Ever since I could remem- 
ber, I’d dreamed of going into business for 
myself. Back home I'd once worked in a 
record shop. I’d watched closely and ob- 
served all the tricks of the trade. I’d mar- 
velled at how rapidly a small operator 
could establish a good, substantial living— 
if not make a fortune—in that business. 
All I needed was to talk with a few people 
in the business, find out the best distribu- 
tors, locate a good spot, get a girl to assist 
me and I’d be in business. I knew that even 
five thousand dollars wasn’t too big a cap- 
ital for my needs. But I was grimly deter- 
mined to make it work. I'd show Cream 
and Mr. Big. I’d show them. 

Fate seemed to be on my side. I took a 
few weeks off my job. I intended to keep it 
until the business got on its feet. I saw the 
right people, got a wealth of information, 
found a spot in a busy neighborhood. Then 
I placed an ad in the papers for a girl. All 
the activity kept me from aching for Cream, 
although I spent many sleepless nights in 
the small furnished room I’d rented after 
moving from the Y—sleepless nights when 
I longed for her and wanted to crawl back 
to her on my hands and knees. 

Like I say, Fate was on my side. Be- 
cause when I met Jeannie Mae, I was cer- 
tain I could forget Cream. Jeannie Mae 
was about the fifth girl who applied for the 
record shop job. And Jeannie Mae was— 
or should I say is—really something. 

Just the opposite of Cream’s theatrical, 
sophisticated beauty, Jeannie Mae is fresh, 
lovely and with no defects in the shape de- 
partment. Not at all. The thing that im- 
pressed me about her, when she came to 
apply for the job, was that she wasn’t un- 
employed. She was a receptionist-typist in 
a real estate office. She wanted to quit be- 
cause she saw no future there. She was 
willing to accept less salary than she was 
getting. 

“If you give me a chance, I'll make my- 
self so valuable to you that you'll have to 
give me the breaks,” she told me confi- 
dently. 

I hired her. I'll admit I had ideas about 
getting a good worker and, at the same 
time, someone to have a ball with. But I 
soon changed those ideas because the way 
the little chick carried herself, I gained a 
lot of respect for her. She was friendly 
and sweet, but I could tell she wasn’t a 
cheap dame who would stand for passes 
just because she wanted to protect her job. 
The way she protected her job was jump- 





ing into the business with both feet and 
turning in a whirlwind performance. That 
girl was so efficient it took my breath away. 
She was as interested in my business as if 
it were hers. She was a genius at ordering 
the hot items which helped to get the busi- 
ness off to a swimming start and she had 
cute promotional ideas like getting artists 
who were in town over for autograph par- 
ties. Not only did she have the ideas, but 
she followed through and brought the 
artists in herself, working on her own time. 
We’d only been in business a few months 
before I knew we had it made if only we 
stuck to it. 

I knew something else, too. I knew that 
I'd be the worse kind of fool not to love 
Jeannie Mae. And I was no fool. I con- 
trasted her to Cream—like night and day. 
Jeannie Mae was for me. Cream was a 
selfish, commercial harlot who liked to 
own people and thought they were all for 
sale like she was. The little I knew about 
women told me that not all of Jeannie 
Mae’s zeal about the business was based on 
a selfish desire to get ahead. In dozens of 
tiny ways I could tell the girl had deep 
feelings for me. I decided to ask her to 
marry me. 

That was six months ago. When I asked 
Jeannie Mae to become my wife, I told her 
frankly the whole story about my involve- 
ment with Cream. She tried to stop me, 
but I wanted to make a clean breast of 
things. Jeannie Mae admitted that she felt 
the same way I did and we became officially 
engaged, intending to tie the knot just a 
few weeks from this very day. 

I was happy—really happy. And I sup- 
pose that when happiness sets in, that’s the 
time for the devil to pop up. The devil—in 
the curvaceous shape of Cream—walked 
into the record shop one Friday evening as 
Jeannie Mae and I were going over some 
figures for inventory. 

Cream was dressed to kill and—after my 
first shock—I took one look in her eyes and 
knew she was up to no good. 

“Why good evening, Country,” she greet- 
ed me sweetly. “Mysterious man, aren’t 
you? I’ve been looking all over the city for 
you. Unkind of you, darling, not to tell an 
old friend where you’d moved. So this is 
my record shop.” 

“What the devil do you mean, your rec- 
ord shop?” I demanded hotly. I was pretty 
much upset and I could feel the old pound- 
ing desire throbbing once more at my tem- 
ples, taking over every nerve in my body. 
God, she looked good. 

“You know what I mean, 
Cream went on, draping a mink stole care- 
lessly on the counter. “This shop was set 
up, of course, with the little change I let 
you have while you were being nice to me. 
You really should have let me know about 
your plans. I’d have arranged for you to 
have a real business instead of a little hole 
in the wall. But then, I had always been 
led to believe that you were sublimely 


° ” 
sweetie, 


happy being a doorman.” 
“Listen, Cream,” I began angrily. She 
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ignored me, turned her attention to Jeannie 
Mae. 

“Who is this? Your little helpmate?” 
she asked poisonously. “What a charming 
girl. So simple and rustic-looking. Just 
right for you, Country. Do you always 
work this late, miss?” 

Jeannie Mae gave Cream a very rare 
smile and said nothing. She wasn’t ruffled 
in the least. 

“If you came here to...” I began 
again. 

Cream stamped her foot royally. 

“T came here to tell you you can’t get 
away from me—ever—and don’t try,” she 
said distinctly. “I came here also to tell 
you to be at my place tonight at 9. With- 
out fail. You, of course, remember the 
address.” 

She turned and swept out of the shop. 

I stared after her. If ever a woman had 
nerve! ! 

“Why, that...” I began. 

“Don’t say it,” Jeannie Mae commanded. 
“Just do like the lady says.” 

“What?” I demanded, whirling on her. 

She looked very serious. “I mean it, 
baby,” Jeannie Mae told me. “I want you 
to accept her invitation. I want you to go 
to see her. I watched you while she was 
here. You still haven't gotten her out of 
your system. I want you to go and see her 
and either tell her about us and never see 
her again—or start going with her again. 
I’m not going to have you always wonder- 
ing if you should have gone. And I’m not 
afraid of what will happen.” 


DIDN’T WANT TO admit to myself 
that I really wanted to go—that I had 
to. But, honest to God, I didn’t realize the 
depth of my weakness or the power of the 


hold Cream had over me. Five minutes 
after I stepped across her threshold, I was 
holding her in my arms, murmuring brok- 
enly into her hair how much I had missed 
her, how much I needed her. That was last 
night. I got back to my place this morning, 
heavily laden with the knowledge that my 
soul once again belonged to a devil. 

That’s why I’m packing now. I can’t 
face Jeannie Mae. I can’t stay in this city 
and not go on seeing Cream. And I can’t 
be a man as long as I’m in her clutches. 

Guess I'll start packing again. There’s 
the bell. Wonder who . . . Jeannie Mae 
comes in. She walks over to me and kisses 
me. Then she hauls off and slaps my face. 

“That’s for not coming home last night,” 
Jeannie Mae says. But I notice a little 
twinkle in her eye. “You see, I checked up 
on you. I phoned and phoned to see if 
you'd come back. Then I decided that, 
even though you truly love me, you need a 
woman with a little devil in her. So I 
played the part. I went to see Cream this 
afternoon. Never mind how I found out 
her address. I showed her I wasn’t the 
nice, quiet thing she thought. What I 
never told you, darling, is that I had five 
thousands dollars of my own in the bank. 
I took it to her—in cash and I made her 
sign a receipt, stating that all that she has 
ever given you, you've repaid. I had to 
smack her around a little and do a little 
hair-pulling, but she was convinced. Now 
you've got to make me a partner in the 
business and what’s more, you're going to 
marry me as soon as we can get the papers. 
You're just a big dope who needs looking 
after—and besides, I love you.” 

My eyes filled with tears as I reached for 
Jeannie Mae. I’m free now. Free at last. 


THE END 





Slave To My Secretary (Continued from Page 29) 


back and who I honestly didn’t want to 
see make a bum out of himself. I’'d had 
the column licked—upstairs in my brain 
—before I went into the cafeteria. But 
all my inspiration seemed to have van- 
ished. Instead, all I could see in front of 
me was doe-soft brown eyes and the face 
of a living doll. Sue Ross. Strange how 
that girl was bugging me right up until 
noon, 

At noon I did something about it. I 
called the Athletic Secretary of the YMCA 
with whom Id had a luncheon date. I 
cancelled the appointment with some lame 
excuse, got into my new, light sports coat 
and headed back across the street. 

Sue shot me that fabulous smile as I 
entered the place. That made me feel bad. 
I'd been beating myself over the brain 
all morning about the rotten way I’d acted. 
[ found a stool on the station where she 
was waiting. 

She brought me a menu. 

I pushed it aside and levelled my eyes 
into hers. , 

“I didn’t really come in for lunch, 
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sugar,” I told her. “I came over to tell 
you how sorry I am for shouting at you 
this morning. It really was uncalled for.” 

“You don’t have to apologize,” Sue told 
me. I noted the soft music of her speech 
—music touched with the faintest, cutest 
flavor of a Southern accent. “Besides, the 
boss told me the nice things you said 
about me. I guess I’m just new and in- 
experienced. If you don’t mind, may I 
have your order? We get into trouble for 
spending too much time talking to the 
customers.” 

I nodded, told her to bring me the 
special—stewed chicken, hot rolls, green 
peas, rice and gravy. This girl fascinated 
me. Her beauty wasn’t the type which 
would excite street corner whistles. It sort 
of grew on you like the wonder of a great 
painting or the slow-flushing dawn making 
a morning sky. 

Slowly, but surely, I was forming a re- 
solve. I had to get to know this girl well— 
real well. I was curious about her. She 
couldn’t possibly be everything fresh and 
innocent which she seemed. I made the 


first play when she brought the plate of 
food to me. 

“Do you get in trouble for making dates 
with the customers?” I demanded. 

Sue looked nervously over toward the 
boss. 

“Please,” she said. “I don’t even know 
your name and, besides, I. . .” 

“Have a date for tonight?” I inquired, 

“No, really, it isn’t that. I don’t know 
anybody in town yet. I’ve only been here 
three weeks.” 

I wanted to grin. I knew girls with half 
Sue’s looks who had come to town and 
became popular overnight; girls who had 
landed in the city with a few saved-up dol- 
lars and who worked connections so eff. 
ciently that they owned a new car, a hotel 
suite and charge plates at the fashionable 
stores within a week or ten days. 

But, obviously, Sue wasn’t that type. Or 
was her innocence and frankness a cover. 
up for a slick, scheming mind? 

I had to find out. 

I knew the day waitresses got off duty 
about the same time [I left the plant. 

I beckoned to Sue when I'd finished my 
meal. 

“T’yve got a Chrysler Imperial—shiny 
black with nice whitewalls,” I told her. 
It’s parked third car from the corner. this 
side of the street. When you get off from 
work, Ill be in it—waiting to take you 
home if you won’t let me take you out.” 

“T really shouldn’t,” Sue said weakly. 
She looked at me intently. “But I will,” 
she added. 

I told myself it was ridiculous the effect 
this girl was having on me. I went back 
to the office and tore into the worrying 
column with a fierce inspiration. It seemed 
that time was dragging. It was only be- 
cause I was looking forward to the date 
of the evening with so much anticipation. 

I drove Sue home that evening. She was 
rooming with a family in one of those 
homes which breathe love. And that fam- 
ily was wild about Sue. They inspected 
me as if I were the first date of their own 
daughter. I didn’t blame them a bit either. 
For, before the evening was over, I had 
decided that this was one of the sweetest 
girls walking. 

We had dinner with the Masons—where 
Sue lived. Then she got dressed after be- 
ing persuaded to let me take her to the 
show. Everything about Sue was new, dif- 
ferent—refreshing from the kind of thing 
I'd come to expect from a girl. You'd have 
never believed her twenty years when she 
came lightly down the steps in a lovely 
frock which clung to the soft curving sup- 
pleness of her. She looked like a radiant 
teen-ager. She was like a child in her re 
actions. She couldn’t conceal the thrill of 
being told how pretty she was. She was 
delighted at every new thing she saw. Her 
feelings were worn on her face and be- 
trayed in her actions. The movie we saw 
was one of those tender, moving romances 
and Sue sighed and ooh-ed and aah-ed all 
through it. I think I enjoyed observing her 
more than I enjoyed the picture. 
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T NEVER OCCURRED to me to at- 

tempt a pass at Sue that night—or for 
a number of nights thereafter when we 
went for long drives. to the show or spent 
hours talking in the Mason’s living room. 
I recalled, with almost shamefaced cha- 
grin, how I'd often poked fun at friends 
of mine who vowed they'd met the un- 
touchable girl—the girl who lived on a 
pedestal in their minds. Well. it had hap- 
pened to me. The smart-alec. know-it-all- 
about-women had been caught with his 
heart exposed like a fighter’s glass jaw. 

Not only had I fallen for Sue like crazy, 
but I had lost interest in all the other girls 
I knew—and that was plenty. I closed up 
the old address book and went steady with 
Sue for a year. No one who knew me and 
my wolf reputation would have believed 
that. all this time, I never once got out 
of line with her—although there were 
times I'll admit, when it was a tough 
thing to do. But Sue’s very innocence and 
trust in me were her greatest protection 
against my more selfish nature. 

Finally, when neither of us could stand 
the tension any longer, we agreed to a 
lifetime merger. Sue would keep working, 
not only so we could build up a nest egg 
and enjoy the better things. but also, as 
she put it, so that she could still be my 
favorite waitress in the shop across the 
street from my job. 

Living with Sue and loving her more by 
the day was a constant miracle in my life. 
After their first shock at the abject sur- 
render of the city’s most confirmed bache- 
lor, my crowd had to admit that I had un- 
earthed a gem in my sweet, pretty wife. 
As our happiness increased, so did our 
security. Sue seemed to give me the in- 
spiration needed to lift myself out of the 
crowd of “just staff members” to become a 
crack feature man whose “beats” scooped 
the nation again and again, won awards 
and prizes as well as the respect of the 
entire sports world. Just as important, my 
paycheck had almost doubled three years 
after Sue and I were married. When she 
proudly announced there was going to be 
a little sportswriter’ added to the family, 
I asserted my manly independence and 
ordered her to quit the job. Then I really 
became fired with pride and confidence. 
It was then that I tried the first in what 
turned out to be a series of well-paid-for 
articles for a national sports magazine. 

The less said about the period up to and 
culminating Sue’s pregnancy, the better. 
For it climaxed in a tragedy which we'd 
never anticipated. Sue lost our child and 
the only reason I didn’t let my grief get 
the best of me was because I had to keep 
bolstering up her morale. I never thought 
it possible for a human to change as com- 
pletely as she did after that. She loved 
me quite as much. She was still the sweet, 
unsophisticated girl I had married, but 
some of that wonderful spark and vivacity 
was gone—some of the spirit of fun and 
bubbling-over personality which she dis- 
played only when with me—had died. 
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Realizing what she had been through, I 

tried to ease her pain with a tender de- 
votion and by showing her in many, many 
ways how much [ thought of her. 

But, like I said, something vital had 
gone out of our marriage. It had been a 
marriage which would have preserved its 
youth—even as the years went along. 
Children coming into the circle of our 
love would have felt its warmth more and 
more as children should. But this was the 
way that Fate had decreed. The doctors 
had cautioned that Sue must not attempt 
to give birth again and Sue and I were 
like a devoted couple who had grown 
used to each other over the years. I think 
both of us were sad at the change and 
that neither of us knew how to combat it. 

Ironically, one of the marks of my in- 
creasing success was the thing which 
helped to take us further and further from 
each other. 

The Old Man set out to expand the 
paper’s coverage. He wanted to build the 
influence of the sheet in a few far-flung 
communities. The whole pace of work 
changed. More editorial and circulation, 
people were added and I drew more im- 
portant responsibilities than ever—with a 
sort of roving assignment to catch every- 
thing in the sports world which would in- 
terest people all over the country. 

It meant more money still—but it also 
meant being away from home a lot. At 
first. I took Sue with me on a couple of 
assignments. But we discovered that she 
was more content being at home. 

The combination of Sue’s unhappiness 
about traveling and my own decision to 
ask the front office for a private secretary 
added up to trouble—in the person of 
Donna. 

Part of my deal was that I could take 
the secretary I was to hire on trips with 
me when I thought it necessary. I was to 
spend a few weeks in Miami where spring 
training for some of the teams in the ma- 
jors was going on. This was the kind of 
assignment when I would have liked a 
capable helpmate. I worked myself into a 
sweat. trying to find a suitable person be- 
fore I left. I interviewed several appli- 
cants, but no one seemed to fill the bill 
and I wasn’t settling for inferior brands 
no matter how long it took. 

I gave up the search as a worthless cause 
and decided to concentrate on locating a 
secretary when I returned from the South. 

Maybe the very atmosphere of Miami 
helped to make me a sucker for the brutal 
punch Donna was to give me in the heart. 
If you’ve never been there in the spring, 
you can’t begin to imagine the glorious 
beauty of the place. From the moment I 
alighted from my plane—and hurriedly 
came out of my suit coat because of the 
almost oppressive heat—I was struck by 
the picturesque, gay and colorful nature 
of this place which almost seemed like 
another world. 

One of America’s most famous baseball 
stars—who I’d befriended in print from 
the time he was unknown and green—was 


66 





waiting for me in a purring Cadillac which 

seemed a block long. We greeted each 
other happily and were whirled away to 
our hotel. I was staying at the sane hotel 
where a number of other Negro players 
were housed. 

“Man,” my friend was raving, “They’re 
really down here now.” 

Knowing him, I sensed that he was talk- 
ing about lovely women. 

“I’m not talking about the Miami gals, 
either,” he enthused. “Even though there 
are some darned pretty senoritas floating 
around. I’m talking about a real bouquet 
of fine ones from all over the country. They 
all descended on the town at once—looks 
like an invasion, but brother, what a beau- 
tiful invasion. 

“Of course.” my wise guy buddy con- 
tinued. “You wouldn’t be interested. Be- 
ing a settled, happily-married man. How’s 
Sue?” 

“Fine.” I told him. “By the way, you’re 
not supposed to be interested either—that 
is unless you’re sneaking around, break- 
ing training.” 

“Fellow can look, can’t he?” was the 
retort. 

I could tell by the gleam in his eyes, 
despite his attempt to look innocent. that 
my boy was doing more than looking this 
season, 

When I got to the hotel, got a good meal 
under my belt and a shower, I went down 
into the lounge of the hotel. After a few 
minutes observation, I decided I couldn’t 
blame my friend for doing more than look- 
ing. 

It gave me a jolt to realize how long it 
had been since I’d consciously feasted my 
eyes on feminine beauty. There was plenty 
of it here—and I mean beauty with class. 
I saw debutante-looking daughters in tow 
of mammas who tried to look like dow- 
agers. I saw youthful couples and May 
and ‘December teams—representing I sup- 
posed, society women and their paid play- 
boys and old guys with their backstreet 
affairs decked out in costly finery. Here 
and there, a few free lancers like myself 
drifted about—both male and _ female. 
There was room for lots of excitement here 
—and that was plain to see. 

It didn’t hurt my feelings any to find 
myself being stared at and recognized or 
whispered about. My picture had been on 
the mastheads of so many columns and 
advertised on so many billboards that I 
was a minor celebrity. I’d never yet gotten 
over the secret thrill that went with this 
kind of thing, frankly. 

In spite of the beauty with which I 
found myself surrounded, I had no ideas 
of anything like fooling around. I guess 
the habit of being faithful to one woman 
had become so ingrained in me that I'd al- 
most lost the art of philandering. 

I thought I’d just be content to observe 
the passing scene and not get seriously 
involved. 

But the minute I caught sight of Donna 
—she caught sight of me and both of us 
—two utter strangers stared at each other 











so unabashedly unashamed that it was al. 
most a primitive thing. I don’t know why 
Donna was returning the compliment of 
my interest, but I knew why I was staring 
at her. 

Deep within the consciousness of every 
man there are certain idols of womanhood, 
In Sue I had found my idol of love. In 
Donna, without warning and with almost 
frightening suddenness and impact, I had 
found my idol of sex. 

Perhaps, until that moment, I hadn't 
even realized I had within me a pattern 
of the woman who most perfectly suited 
my secret dream of passion and lust. But 
I knew it when I saw the small, tan face, 
the lithe little body, compactly, flawlessly 
built, a body with a voluptousness of bosom 
and hips and legs—but with a sort of un. 
leashed power, a lazy grace like tiger 
grace. I saw dark, flowing hair framing 
the high brow, the flashingly black eyes 
—and those lips. Lips Donna had to tempt 
any man who knows the meaning of a kiss, 
swift taken and reluctantly ended. Lips 
with a pout, a promise and a threat. 

She was sitting in a small booth—alone. 
And the soft lights which played about 
the room in a lovely kaleidoscope gave her 
an unreal, mystic quality, an alluring sig. 
nificance which was scarcely believable. 

I was still staring at her and she staring 
back when, almost as if moved by some 
terrible inner power, I found myself ris- 
ing from my seat, automatically gripping 
my drink in my hand and walking toward 
her. I found myself standing over her. my 
eyes drinking in her uptilted. unsurprised 
face. I found myself asking the question of 
an idiot. 

“Who are you?” I demanded. 

And she replied. - 

“T’m Donna. Why?” 

The cool assuredness of her reply: the 


across a room, a stare so nakedly frank, 
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almost haughty intonation of her question 
brought me partially back to my senses. 
was like a man shaking himself out of a 
hypnotism. 

“Sorry to be so rude,” I apologized 
quickly. “I don’t know what came over me, 
It sounds silly but—well—I just couldn't 
help myself. You interested me so com 
pletely that I just sort of forgot that one 
doesn’t...” 

“Sit down.” Donna commanded. Her 
words were whip crack sharp. 

I was taken off guard completely. I sat 
down opposite her rather awkwardly. Once 
more I had the feeling that none of this 
was actually happening, that it was some 
sort of fantastic dream. 

Strange introduction. Weird converst 
tion. And it was the overture to a bizarre 
relationship which—had I known the re 
sults to come—I would have avoided like 
some awful plague. 

“Tell me about yourself. I want to know 
everything about you,” Donna told me. 

She said it like a command. And, with 
out question, I obeyed, pouring out the 
story of my life, my hopes and dreams t0 
a perfect stranger whose lovely, dangerous 
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ges burned into me with an intense and 
imperious steadiness. 

| found myself revealing things that not 
even I, myself, realized about myself. I 
found myself betraying secrets which I 
wouldn’t have confided to Sue, to my best 
friend. 

WO HOURS AND HALF a fifth of 

Scotch later, I felt empty from talk, 
drained of intensity and absolutely foolish. 

Then Donna began to talk and I began 
to fill up again. For, to listen to her was 
like listening to an Oriental poet reading 
fom a book of wonderful sounding wis- 
dom. She talked about me, analyzing 
things I had told her, going to the heart 
of things I had half-told her. She told me 
that she had felt a strange and unexplain- 
able current moving between us when our 
eyes first met. She had known immediately 
that | was a writer or some sort of creator 
in the arts. She had known immediately 
that I was unhappy. 

“Unhappy?” I demanded defensively. 
“How could you know that? I don’t.” 

“That’s the saddest part of it all,” was 
the answer. Then Donna did a very up- 
setting thing. She leaned across the table. 
I could have touched her lips with mine 
very easily. 

“['m going to make you happy,” she 
said in a low, earnest tone. 

Without waiting for a word from me— 
I was lost for words anyhow—she beck- 
oned to the waiter. 

“Check, please,” she demanded. “We’re 
leaving.” 

I must admit I was completely flabber- 
gasted by this unusual high-handed and 
devastatingly attractive girl. She was treat- 
ing me almost as if I were some sort of 
feeble-minded patient and she a skilled 
psychiatrist. I couldn’t even make a move 
to stop her when she paid the check. 

“We're going to my suite,” she told me 
crisply. She stood and walked toward the 
lounge door. I followed in a trance. 

(d seen the enormous roll of bills Don- 













na had extracted from her purse. I noticed 
the lavishness and luxury of her suite. 
Well-fixed girl evidently. Why was she 
taking up time with me? What were her 
intentions? I almost laughed out loud as 
Irealized how foolish it was to be worrying 
myself with these questions instead of 
fully enjoying a most desirable situation. 
Donna made her intentions quite plain 
minutes after the door of her rooms closed 
us against the world. Soft light in the liv- 
ing room switched off and suddenly she 
was close against me, pinning me back 
against the door, her lips taking mine, her 
arms about my neck, her cool, cool hands 
stroking the back of my neck, fingers play- 
ing deliciously with my ear lobes. Then 
we strained into a kiss that was so exciting 
I felt the blood rushing, rushing to my 
head. 
“Yes, I'll make you happy, my dear,” 
@ was murmuring. “Ill make you 


happy.” 
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raptured embrace for minutes. Then sud- 
denly, Donna broke away from me, held 
my hands at arm’s length and said softly: 
“You make yourself at home, dear. There’s 
Scotch on the coffee table and you can get 
ice out of the little kitchenette over there. 
Play some sweet music and Donna will be 
right back.” 

She turned and went into another room. 
My tingling pulse told me—if her kiss 
hadn’t already—what was going to hap- 
pen. I had a brief, scared thought about 
Sue and how this would be the first time 
I’d broken my marriage vows. But I was 
heady, filled up with Donna. I wanted her 
just then more than anything else in the 
world. 

I made highballs and turned on the ra- 
dio. It seemed ages before Donna was 
back. But it was worth the waiting. For 
she stepped into the room, bringing with 
her a subtle scent of heady perfume. She 
was ravishing in a sheer, milky white 
negligee, her raven-black hair streaming 
down over her shoulders, her red lips like 
a tiny heart. She stood in front of me, 
posing, wanting admiration. 

“Donna!” I exclaimed. I stood and 
clasped her to me. We swayed in each 
other’s arms with the intoxication of mu- 
tual desire. Her lips came to mine again, 
this time with surrender and possession 
as if the two were one. Her arms were 
tight around me. Her hands were no 
longer cool. I crushed, crushed her to me, 
hurting her and not caring—and she was 
not caring to be hurt, murmuring. 

“We'll make each other happy .. .” 

So it began. So I got the wild. passion- 
ately ecstatic fever for Donna and she for 
me. And if the warm Miami nights which 
never ended until sunrise, had been beau- 
tiful before, they were poetic now. I almost 
forget what my own simple suite looked 
like. Donna and I spent almost every mo- 
ment together. We simply couldn’t tire of 
each other and the fascinating thing was 
that it wasn’t all physical desire which 
brought us so close that we were like twin 
fires leaping toward each other’s flame. 

I say it wasn’t only physical desire 
which bound Donna and me. To my great 
wonder and delight, I found that here was 
a woman with not only a desirable body 
and beautiful face, but a tremendous brain 
to boot. Donna’s grasp of so many differ- 
ent subjects, her knowledge of things that 
were current kept me constantly amazed. 
She’d graduated from West Virginia State 
College, gone to Columbia University in 
New York to earn a journalism degree, 
aspired to write and then had become frus- 
trated in an unsuccessful marriage. As I 
read between the lines (she talked only 
sketchily about herself), her husband had 
been a fortune-hunting heel, interested only 
in cuddling up to a cozy inheritance which 
the girl’s father had left her. Right through 
here, she was casting about in life, pretty 
much bored with the whole business. 

I guess the thing that intrigued me most 
was that Donna knew baseball unlike any 
other woman of my acquaintance. In fact, 
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she was on good speaking terms with what 
was happening in almost every sport. I 
took her with me to the field, on inter- 
views, everywhere I went—and jokingly 
began to introduce her as my assistant. 
She was never bored with my work. In 
fact, little by little, subtly and more subtly, 
she began to become a part of my work. 
She had a cold, analytical mind—the same 
one she’d used to pick me apart the night 
we met. She could devise questions which 
brought out not just answers but gems of 
information. She could dream up all sorts 
of angles and gimmicks to suggest to me 
which made my copy more sparkling. One 
night, when I was extra tired, she made me 
relax across the bed, dictate to her from 
my notes. Then she typed up the column 
and a feature with a swift efficiency which 
almost urnerved me. I began asking my- 
self—is she for real? 

I had become inspired with the thought 
that here was my ideal secretary after 
we'd been playing at working together for 
two weeks. But I didn’t really dare dream 
this possible. In the first place, I didn’t 
believe I’d be able to get her. Why should 
a girl like that work for a salary (and not 
too handsome a salary, at that) when she 
was financially independent? In the sec- 
ond place, it wouldn’t be fair to Sue, even 
if I could get Donna, to bring this sensa- 
tional-looking woman around to become 
part of my life. 

I believe Donna could read my thoughts. 
One afternoon, as we stretched luxuriously 
in the sun at the beach, she launched a 
serious discussion about my career. It all 
added up to her conclusion that I was un- 
happy because I was in a rut. I couldn’t 
help resenting that but I hid my feeling, 
at first. 

“T’m not in a rut right now,” I count- 
ered, stroking her hair tenderly. 

She sat up swiftly and turned to me with 
that crazy fire dancing in her eyes—which 
always happened when she was inspired 
or angry or passionate. She was a bit of 
all three at the moment. 

“No, not right now!” she repeated mock- 
ingly. “Because you’re with me. But be- 
fore you were with me, you were bored 
with your marriage and with your work. 
After you leave me, you will be bored 
again—only worse.” 

I couldn’t stifle the 
longer. 

“What’s wrong with my marriage and 
my work?” I demanded. 

“Wrong?” she blazed. “Nothing—for an 
ordinary dull clod who can stand being 
married to a woman he no longer loves, 
but only pities—a woman who can no 
longer excite his body or stimulate his 
brain—but only mourn for an unborn 
child.” 

I gasped with horror at the brutality 
of her attack, the effrontery of her tearing 
into my lovely relationship with Sue. The 
woman was a monster. But the monster 
was still raging. 

“Nothing wrong with an ordinary hack 
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who wants to keep being one of America’s 
best-known sports columnists—who makes 
just enough money to keep up with the 
Joneses—and not even the best Joneses 
—instead of making a flaming, dynamic 
reputation for all the world to respect,” 

She continued, tearing me apart, insist. 
ing that I had genins but not the common 
sense to use it; driving home the point 
that I was just tolerating Sue because of 
some “silly, sentimental, civilized” stand. 
ards, as she put it. 

A rising fury was fighting itself up ip. 
side of me as Donna grew more scathingl 
contemptuous. Finally, my anger burst, 

I stood up, towering over her supine 
body. 

“How dare you?” I shouted. “How dare 
you judge me and my love for my wife 
like that—simply because I’m having ; 
holiday with you? Who are you to sit ip 
judgment upon my success. Just who & 
you think you are?” 

I wanted to strike out at that beautify! 
face. But suddenly, the face was trans 
formed. The passion went out of it and 
the mask of mystery which had first trans 
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fixed me, the veil of an indescribabk j 
something which had hypnotized me whaf ” 
I first laid eyes on this girl, came acrox ° 
her face, her eyes. Slowly, she stood uf ? 
I watched her like one in a deep hypnotic : 
sleep. 

Donna came to me, closer, closer, until : 


she stood pressed against me. My ams 
automatically went out to her and aroun 

her. My lips crushed down on her lips | 
She moved her lips from mine. They wer 





next to my ear, murmuring soft and lov. di 
“Who am I? I am the one who ap ™ 
make you happy. I am the one who ca I 
make you famous. That’s who I am. /— ™ 
am Donna.” a 
It was in that moment that I was lost- he 
almost irrevocably lost. 
Back in Donna’s suite, we lay awakedlp * 
night. Donna did most of the talking. Sk <a 


had a mission in life now—a task to per 
form. That mission was my future. Sk 1 
wanted me to take her back home wil h 
me. She wanted to be my secretary _ 
Money didn’t matter to her. She hip 
plenty of her own. But she had had» . 
interest in life to which to turn—until ¥ 
met. I was to be her whole life. 

I’ve already admitted I was lost. Av “ 
that, no doubt, was the reason I liste 
and agreed to Donna’s wild dream of ot : 
future. That was why, when a cloud | 
doubt crossed my mind—a fear abot 
what this meant to my marriage TI 
brushed it away, left it to be handle fo 
faced when the time came to face it. wo 

So, everything was arranged. | tallt na 
with the Old Man by phone and told bt 


“Ty 
I’d found the secretary I was seeking. ™ ni 
was pleased. I mentioned casually to if it 


when I called her that I’d hired a you! when 


















lady in Miami to help me with my wo Ateer 
She accepted the idea calmly. hice 
shouldn’t she, I argued with myself. re 
was only my sense of guilt which was fm he 
ing me to believe there would be trou! The 









f America’s 
who makes 
p with the 
est Joneses 
g, dynamic 
r) respect.” 
part, insist. 
he common 
> the point 
because of 
zed” stand. 


tself up in 
> scathingly 
ger burst. 
her supine 


“How dare 
or my wife 
1 having 3 
ou to sit in 
ust who do 


at beautiful 
was trans 
t of it and 
| first trans 
idescribabk 
>d me wher 
‘ame acros 
e stood up, 
ep hypnotic 


sloser, unti 

My arm 
and aroun 
m_ her lips 

They wer 
ft and lov. 
1e who cal 
ne who cat 
io I am. | 


[ was lost- 








And there was no trouble for months 
after that. Everything Donna had planned 
worked out the way Donna had planned 
it, She got herself established in a pretty 
apartment, decorated it with taste and 
without regard for cost. She was a sensa- 
tional hit with the crew at the paper— 
altho some of the wise guys winked at me 
knowingly and one of them went so far 
as to say: “Gosh, what a kewpie doll. 
You can’t make me believe the missus is 
going to hold still for this one.” 

I felt uneasily that I ought to take Don- 
na to meet Sue and yet,—I didn’t actually 
want them to meet. Donna never said a 
word along these lines. Donna was as per- 
fect a secretary as she was a mistress. She 
could finagle information with her charm 
which I'd never dreamed of being able to 
obtain. She could write a persuasive or 
diplomatic letter without my dictation— 
just give her the idea you wanted to put 
over. We were inseparable, having lunch 
together almost daily and, when I could 
frame an alibi, spending evenings together 
—evenings which combined serious talk 
about plans for me and my work and the 
fascinating love which only Donna could 
give as she did. I got into the habit of 
pretending to have to go out of town cer- 
tain weekends so I could spend them with 


her. We went discreetly to movies, to 
catch openings, to sports events. We had 
a great time. 


MUST HAVE GONE totally blind in 

my devotion to Donna—so blind that I 
didn’t realize I was betraying to Sue that 
there was a great new interest in my life. 
I neglected the tiny attentions which had 
made our marriage remain a courtship. I 
no longer confided in Sue, no longer told 
her my secret aims or fears. I guess I 
just took it for granted that she would 
accept my new behavior and not come to 
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conclusions about it—or maybe I wasn’t 
even aware of my behavior. 

That’s why it was such a stunning shock 
to me the morning—a year after Donna 
had come to the city with me—when Sue 
faced me across the breakfast table and 
said undramatically. 

“Whenever you want a divorce, dear, all 
you have to do is tell me.” 

I stared at her, almost horrified. 

“Divorce?” I echoed. 

“Yes,” Sue answered wearily. “You 
must realize you can’t have her and me 
too—and be fair to either one of us or 
yourself,” 

There was no room for lying, no place 
for phony surprise. Sue knew. How, I 
couldn’t imagine. But she knew. She 
smiled, reading my mind. 

“‘Tve known all along, dear,” she told 
me. “I thought I'd go along to find out 
if it was an infatuation that men have 
when they’ve been married for a while. 
After a fling, they sometimes come back 
home to stay and be happy. But this is 
more than that and I don’t want to be in 
the way.” 


The next moment I was on my knees, 


face buried in Sue’s lap, tears flowing 
from my eyes. 

“Sue, Sue! 
sobbed. 

“I’m the one who failed you, darling,” 
she told me quietly. “I let them lower my 
heart into that grave of our unborn child 
—and I cidn’t keep enough heart for you. 
I don’t blame you. But I won’t share you. 
You don’t love me any more. You pity me 
—and that’s worse than hate.” 

I wanted to take her in my arms and tell 
Sue that I’d never see Donna again; that 
it was my own sweet wife I loved. But I 
couldn’t. I had to keep Donna—even if I 
had to lose Sue. And I did lose Sue. 

Sue and I separated with an agreement 
that I’d take care of her expenses and that 
we'd keep our business to ourselves; that, 
after six months, if I wanted a divorce, it 
would be arranged. And now, my days 
and nights belonged to the goddess of my 
destruction—to Donna. 

In the next few months which followed, 
no one could have told me Donna meant 
destruction to me. In fact, seeing the way 
she went all-out to do things for me, I was 
truly convinced that I had done the best 
possible thing by leaving Sue and going 
to my talented, fiery mistress. Every 
thoughtful, tender little thing a woman 
can do for her man around the house, 
Donna did for me. The “here are your 
slippers and pipe” and “don’t you bother 
to wash the dishes” routine spoiled me 
into the belief that I’d actually made a 
change for the better. Donna was my de- 
voted slave—and that is how she made me 
hers. 

She told me she was going to show me 
what she meant about the possibility of 
my becoming more important in my field. 
She encouraged me to develop several 
ideas I had for sports pieces which might 
be offered for sale to the biggest maga- 
zines. She helped me with the research, 
encouraged me when I got weary and lost 
hope, supplied ideas, gimmicks and even 
came up with the exact words I wanted at 
times. The morning when a letter of ac- 
ceptance and a healthy check arrived 
from one of the most important publica- 

tions in the country, her eyes shone with 
triumph. 

“T told you it could be done, dear,” 
said. “This is only the beginning.” 

It was only the beginning. I began sell- 
ing regularly to top-ranking magazines— 
and still keeping my work with the paper 
up to snuff. Next, Donna said, we must 
conquer radio and television. She had de- 
vised a plan to sell me to a big advertising 
agency as the first Negro sportswriter do- 
ing a network show. 

“The time has come when one of our 
writers can crack that field,” she an- 
nounced like a marshal about to go into 
battle. 

Donna pulled strings, worked connec- 
tions and, God knows how, arranged for a 
hearing for me with the agency’s repre- 
sentatives. We worked like devils, pre- 
paring script, perfecting the format and 


I’m so rotten, so rotten,” I 


she 
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getting ready for the big try-out. 

It was Donna’s idea that we should have 
a celebration party the night before the 
audition was to be held in the agency 
offices. 

“But, honey, why celebrate before we 
have anything to celebrate?” I protested 
mildly. 

“You leave it to me, sweets,” she said. 
“I’m running this show. It’s psychology, 
don’t you see? Good for our morale. We 
pretend we’ve got it made in advance and 
this gives us confidence. Your Donna 
knows what she’s doing.” 

So I shrugged my shoulders and okayed 
the party. As it turned out, it was the best 
idea Donna ever had—but not for the rea- 
son she thought. 

There were a few intimates at the office 
and outside of the office who knew the 
score about Donna and me. We had them 
over for one of those dancing and drink- 
ing bouts—although Donna and I agreed 
that we’d keep our own liquid consump- 
tion down to a minimum, seeing the big 
test was to be faced the following day. 

The party got off with a bang, everyone 
cooing and praising the apartment and 
drinking toasts to the trial which was be- 
fore us. 

Donna herself was so happy that she 
seemed to forget her own advice about 
drinking. I watched her, amused and 
tolerant. She had worked so hard. She 
deserved a celebration. 

I wasn’t so amused when the time came 
to serve the guests some solid food which 
Donna had prepared as protection against 
the onslaught of liquor on the inner lining 
of stomachs. She had disappeared. I 
went in search of her, finally heard her 
voice, low but distinct, coming from the 
back porch. Who was Donna talking with 
so earnestly out there on the back porch? 
I started for the screen door to call her 
when instinct made me pause to listen to 
the words. 

I heard another voice which I recog- 
nized as Helen’s. Helen was in the ac- 
counting department at the paper and had 
become Donna’s buddy. 

“Yes, Donna, you ought to be very 
proud and happy of what he’s done,” 
Helen was saying. 

I smiled modestly and waited for Don- 
na’s reply. 

Her reply was prefaced by a hard, cruel 
laugh which gave me chills. 

“What he’s done, indeed,” Donna was 
saying. “Don’t be a fool, Helen. You—and 
everyone else with any sense—are aware 
that he hasn’t done anything. It’s been 
me all the way. I’m making that man im- 
portant as deliberately as a carpenter 
builds a house. Oh yes, he’s got the raw 
materials to offer—but if we hadn’t got 
together, that’s all he’d remain—raw, 
worthless material. Who respected him 
when he was with that weak-minded wife 
of his? Who dreamed then that he’d even 
get a chance to become a radio and tele- 
vision star and an important name in his 
field? And to see him strutting around, 
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believing his own publicity is sometimes 

sickening. But it’s the only way a woman 

can operate, Helen. Make your man be- 
lieve he’s the big noise and he’ll become 
putty in your hands.” 

Helen laughed appreciatively. 

“But, Donna, after all you’ve sacrificed 
for him, aren’t you ever afraid he'll be- 
come so important that he thinks he no 
longer needs you—and maybe goes back 
to Sue.” 

“That,” Donna replied distinctly. “will 
never happen. I’ve got this one, hook, line 
and sinker and I know exactly how to 
keep him.” 

I’d heard enough. The nausea in my 
stomach didn’t prevent me from one act of 
spite. I stepped suddenly out the screen 
door, faced Donna and said. 

“Your guests are hungry.” 

I said it like I felt—coldly. with disgust 
and dislike. I revelled evilly in the 
chagrin and shock which passed across 
Donna’s features. 

She clutched at her throat. terrified that 
I had heard. She called my name as I 
walked back down the hall—toward the 
front door, reaching blindly for my coat 
on the rack as I passed. 

I heard her scream my name—but I 
didn’t care. 

It was drizzling rain outside and I loved 
the cool feel of it—the refreshing sting 
on my face which gave me the sensation 
of freedom—a sensation I realized I 
hadn’t experienced for many, many 
months—ever since I'd come under the 
spell of Donna. 

Donna! What a fool I'd been. Her fool. 
A miserable excuse to build her neurotic 
ego. Donna who had woven her exotic 
love about my heart. all the time holding 
me in subtle contempt and almost hatred. 

And yet, how could I blame her? From 
the beginning she had warned me that I 
was to become her plaything, her stupid 
clay to be molded in the image she de- 
sired. And, looking back upon the recent 
past, as I tramped through the stinging 
rain, I realized that Donna had done noth- 
ing for me but rouse my ambition with 
the fake, jazzed-up stimulus of her phoney 
love. It was as though I’d been pumped 
with a dope. That’s what being with Don- 
na had been like—being hooked on the 
habit like an addict. So hooked that I’d 
been able to callously turn my back on 
the one sweet influence which had graced 
my life—Sue. 

Sue. Quickly I glanced up at the street 
sign at the corner where I waited for a 
traffic light to change. I’d been walking, 
I thought, without direction. But no, I 
was really on my way back to Sue— 
stumbling back in the rain. I didn’t care 
about the party behind me—or that fasci- 
nating she-devil who had planned it. I 
didn’t care about a television audition. 
All I wanted was to go home to Sue. I 
know I didn’t deserve what I’d find. I’d 
find the good, clean warmth of a home 
where the most wonderful woman alive 


me, I would ring the bell, take her in my 
arms when she opened the door—and q 
thousand Donnas couldn’t ever make me 
leave her again. I was going home. 

THE END 


tae 





Child Care 
(Continued from Page 40) 


Bobbie pushed her food away and refused 
to eat or drink anything. Bobbie was an 
otherwise healthy child. Her stools were 
normal, she had no temperature and she 
was energetic and playful. Clearly. not a 
sick baby. She just didn’t feel like eating 
In talking with the mother I found she had 
been insisting on giving Bobbie a hot meal 
daily, usually at noon, and Bobbie had {. 
nally put her foot down and refused any. 
thing. Sometimes youngsters show more 
wisdom than their parents. Bobbie was hot, 
her mother was hot, the food was hot, and 
she didn’t want it to be forced on her. The 
more her mother urged the more deter. 
mined she became to have none of it. Then 
her mother became alarmed. 

I urged Mrs. Morrison to simply offer 
Bobbie plenty of cool boiled water, and 
relax until the weather cooled. The weather 
remained hot. but Bobbie regained her ap- 
petite as soon as the pressure eased up. 
I suggested also that instead of hot bowls 
of soup, she try some of the cold creamed 
vegetable, or fruit soups that are becoming 
popular. The prepared baby meats make 
excellent sandwich fillings and while low 
in calories they are high in nutritional val- 
ues. Crisp carrot and celery sticks are ap 
pealing to youngsters on a hot humid day 
as well as toast sticks, or zwieback. These 
menu fillers are easier on mother too. 

If possible don’t wean your baby when 
the weather is hot, wait until it cools off 
then make the switch. This is true even if 
it’s only from bottle to cup feeding. 





What Happened To 
Herb Jeffries? 


(Continued from Page 9) 
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marriage have been further complicated 
for this family by the fact that they ar 
often mistaken as all white, or all some 
thing. 

But the enigma that is Herb Jeffries i 
perhaps no mystery at all to the man hit 
self, who does not fame either as a recort: 
ing artist or a man with a gimmick. Er 
plained Jeffries once: “The American pub 
lic is very fickle. When they get too much 
they lose interest. I’m doing it the way 
want to—establishing myself as a standard 


personality. That way it will last.” 
THE END 
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High School Picture Scandal 


(Continued from Page 23) 


ing up their books and filing out, and I 
couldn’t think of another thing to say. 

He leaned closer, lowering his voice. 
“What I really wanted was to find out if 
you have a date yet for the Christmas for- 
mal?” He grinned shyly. “I was hoping 
you'd go with me.” 

And then I thought I’d die. I looked 
down quickly and began shifting papers 
around on my desk so he wouldn’t see the 
tears stinging my eyes. “No,” I whispered. 
“I don’t have a date—but I'll have to let 
you know Monday.” I turned away. I 
wanted him to go quick. Because I knew 
I was only stalling—and it wouldn’t do any 
good. There was a long, miserable pause, 
and finally he said okay. Then I heard him 
walk away. 

I slumped down on my seat and buried 
my face in my arms, unable to stop my 
tears. I knew I should have said no and 
got the agony over with. . . . I thought I 
was alone in the room, and I just sat there, 
sobbing quietly, letting out all the bitter- 
ness and frustration of the last year—a 
year that began with my Dad getting sick. 

. A hopeless, heartsick year of selling 
out back home and buying the awful trailer 
and coming to California where the doctor 
said he might have a chance. Only he’d 
died anyway, leaving Mom and me nothing 
but the trailer and a big pile of debts. . . . 
Leaving me to start my last year in a new 
school without friends or clothes or even a 
decent home. . . . What, I wondered ago- 
nizingly, would Steve say if he knew my 
Mom did housework for some of his friends’ 
mothers? 

Suddenly I felt a big hand on my shoul- 
der and a thick, rough voice asking, “Got 
troubles, kid?” 

I looked up, startled. Nicky Derrick and 
Sammy Keith were standing at my desk. 
It was Sammy who had spoken. He was 
short and skinny with small darting eyes 
and a sneering mouth. I looked from one 
to the other—Nick was huge and dark. 
Nobody liked them. They were trouble- 
makers. They looked poor, like me. Only 
they couldn’t have been the way they 
flashed money and roared around in a big 
yellow convertible. 

I looked away from them uncomfortably. 
We three were the only ones left in the 
toom. I didn’t care what they thought of 
me, and suddenly I needed to pour it all 
out on someone. “Not that it’s any of your 
business,” I blurted out furiously, “but 
Steve’s asked me to the Christmas formal 
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HE END 




















—” I began crying again. “And I haven't 
any money for the right clothes. So I 
can’t—” I broke off at the funny way they 
Were staring at each other. 

“That’s next Friday night, ain’t it?” 
Sammy asked. “Gives you one week to 
earn the money.” There was something 
evil in his eyes that made me shiver. “You 





don’t seem to have any friends, do you, 
kid?” he went on slowly. “The girls in 
this dump are a pretty snobby bunch, 
aren’t they?” 

“T hate them,” I cried. “It’s no fault of 
theirs they have folk who can give them 
things...” 

Sammy looked pleased. Nicky began 
nodding happily. “We’re amateur photog- 
raphers, see?” Sammy said. “Maybe you’d 
like to be a model—we pay good.” 

I looked him straight in the eye, and I 
knew, without knowing how, it had to be 
something pad. pp he without clothes 


. And I was scared, ped we were 
probably the only ones left in our end of 
the building. Suddenly I was frantic to get 
away from them. I stood up and grabbed 
my books, shaking my head, trying to get 
past them. 

But Nicky held my arm. “Look, kid,” 
Sammy said, “you got nothing to be scared 
of. It was just a suggestion. If you don’t 
like it, we’ve got another. You take gym, 
don’t you?” 

I nodded wonderingly, trying to jerk out 
of Nicky’s grasp. 

“Let her go,” he ordered Nicky. To me 
he said, “We're not going to hurt you. We 
just want to talk some more—outside.” 

We all walked out of the building in 
silence. It would be easy, I thought, once 
we got out to get away from them, and I 
stopped feeling so scared. But Sammy be- 
gan talking again as soon as we were out 
on the sidewalk, outlining in a low voice 
what they wanted me to do... 

Horror swelled in me as I listened. They 
would give me a little camera, he said, with 
special indoor film in it and show me how 
to use it. All I had to do was take pictures 
of the girls in gym, while they were un- 
dressed, either going into the shower room 
or coming out. But I’d have to be careful 
not to get caught. They’d show me how. 
And they’d pay me five dollars for every 
one that turned out. “Why, in a week you 
could have all kinds of dough,” Sammy 
said. “Enough to buy a real fancy dress.” 

I couldn’t even move away from them 
right then I was so frozen with horror and 
disgust. I felt as if a million little ants 
were crawling all over my body. “Why?” 
I whispered. “Why do you want them?” 

“We sell ’em to the guys in school,” 
Nicky answered eagerly. “They can’t get 
enough—” He broke off at Sammy’s warn- 
ing look. 

“Well, kid?” Sammy asked me. 
huh?” 

“T think it’s the vilest thing I ever heard 
of,” I gasped. “And I wouldn’t have a 
thing to do with it.” 

They laughed. “It’s a break for you, kid,” 
Sammy said. “You turn it down, we get 
somebody else. And don’t bother reporting 
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this to anybody. They couldn’t prove a 
thing.” He shrugged indifferently. “Think 
it over. We'll give you till tomorrow to 
make up your mind.” He nudged Nicky, 
and they walked away, leaving me standing 
there .... 

I didn’t want to think about it, but I 
couldn’t help myself. Not that I was con- 
sidering doing what they wanted. Not right 
away anyhow. I guess it was the combina- 
tion of things piling up that made me 
finally do it—the self-pity and the bitter- 
ness and the petty false pride Mom kept 
warning me about. .. . 

That night at supper I sounded Mom 
out on getting me a new dress. “It’s my 
last year. and I like him so much,” I 
pleaded. I said some more self-pitying 
things about how I might as well be dead 
for all the living I was doing. 

“If I only could. dear,” she said misera- 
bly. “You don’t know how hard it is just 
to—” And then, to my amazement, she 
burst into tears. 

I rushed around the table to her, my 
throat all choked up with rage and pity 
and the injustice of it all. “I don’t care 
that much. Mom,” I whispered. “Forget it.” 

So I gave up any hope of getting the 
dress from Mom. I thought of a lot of 
crazy schemes for earning enough money 
quick—decently, I mean. But there wasn’t 
any workable answer. Except not going. 
And I wanted to go so desperately. I 
thought just one date with Steve, just go- 
ing to that one dance, could last me the 
rest of the year. 

I went to bed that night, thinking about 
Steve—thinking about how Sammy had 
said they’d get somebody else. . . . They’d 
cet their filthy pictures one way or another. 
My tortured thoughts kept going back and 
forth. 

By the time Sammy and Nicky found me 
the next day. I guess I was ripe for it. It 
was Saturday and Mom was working all 
day. I was supposed to straighten up the 
place and do some washing and the mar- 
keting. I’d just come back with the groc- 
eries when I saw them there, sprawled out 
on the ground outside our trailer. 

I guess they could tell right away I was 
ready to be talked into it—even though I 
kept protesting. 

“Before you say yes or no,” Sammy said 
easily, “let us show you how it’s done.” 
And somehow, I was setting the groceries 
inside the trailer and going along with 
them down the road—toward the sandy 
clearing in the hills. My feet felt like lead 
and so did my heart. But there was one 
difference—I wasn’t afraid of being alone 
with them any more. I must have sensed 
they weren’t interested in me except as a 
means to getting their rotten pictures. . . . 

Sammy looked around furtively, then he 
pulled a funny looking little camera out of 
his jacket pocket. It was so tiny you could 
keep it hidden in your hand. He showed 
me how to use it, how to hold it down at my 
side and exactly how to tip it for getting 
te 








the right shot—without even having to look 
into the lens. 

“That way,” he said, “you won’t get 
caught. You gotta be careful not to get 
caught.” And I’d have to wear a skirt with 
a big pocket in it, he said. They had me 
try some shots, and I still didn’t say I’d do 
it. 

All I said was, “Does the girl’s face have 
to show?” 

They both laughed. “Believe me, kid,” 
Sammy said, winking at Nicky, “it isn’t the 
faces we’re interested in.” 

I flushed, ashamed. But all the time my 
mind was busy with all the reasons why I 
should. You couldn’t recognize a girl by 
her figure, could you? If I was always very 
careful not to let her be recognized, who 
could be hurt? The fellows were going to 
get them anyway—why shouldn't I be the 
one when I needed the money so bad? And 
anyway, why should I worry so much about 
those girls? What had they ever done for 
me? I didn’t owe them anything. .. . 


OW IT SEEMS FUNNY I didn’t worry 

at all about getting caught. Maybe 
it was because I always felt so invisible 
anyway—no one even seemed to know I 
was around. It seemed easy. And of course 
after I’d got my new dress, I’d quit. 

“T’ll just take one roll,” I said flatly. 
“Just this next week—that’s all.” 

Sammy said that was okay. I could quit 
any time. So I took the camera. And as 
long as I live I'll never forgive myself. . . . 

It makes me feel crawly all over again 
to remember how I hurried up and got 
dressed that next Monday morning in gym 
—how I stooped down in the locker room, 
pretending to be fixing my shoe laces while 
I watched, out of the corner of my eye, the 
other girls walking back and forth. laugh- 
ing, unsuspecting. . . . Crouched there on 
the floor I snapped one of a girl whose 
name I didn’t even know. I waited till she 
dropped her towel and took the picture 
while she was turned sideways, reaching 
into her locker—without a stitch on... . 

Quickly I rolled it forward and looked 
for another. I got one of a girl bending 
over... . / And then suddenly I couldn’t 
seem to get any air, and I thought I'd be 
sick right there in the locker room if I 
didn’t get out quick. I walked out without 
looking right or left—and nobody noticed 
anything wrong. 

I didn’t see Steve till the end of the day 
—in English Lit. By that time I’d quieted 
inside and could look people in the face 
again. The trouble was, Sammy and Nicky 
were there too, watching me. I met Sam- 
my’s eyes and shook my head slightly. He 
seemed to know I meant I had nothing yet, 
and he left me alone. 

Steve smiled when I took my seat, but he 
didn’t speak to me till after class. Then he 
said right away, eagerly, “I hope you can 
go, Betty.” 

“T think it’s all right, Steve. I think I 
can.” I saw the other two go out, and I 
smiled back at Steve. It was like a wave 





Steve.” 


He grinned all over his face. “Gee, that’s 


swell.” He grabbed up my books, and we 
fell into step together. “Ill pick you up 
about eight Friday night then. And you'll 
have to tell me where you live. I couldn’t 
find it in the phone book,” he admitted. 

I felt my face start to burn while I said, 
in a high, brittle voice, “Right now Mom 
and I are living in a trailer.” I forced a 
little laugh. “It’s the Sandy Knoll, out on 
Highway 101. . . . We’re on kind of a va. 
cation—our real home is in Indiana—and 
we thought it would be fun—” 

His arm came up under my elboy, 
“Sure.” he said, stopping my silly, rushing 
words. “I always wished we could take a 
trailer trip. It must be a lot of fun.” He 
turned to me, and there was such a soft, 
gentle look in his eyes I could have cried, 
I hadn’t fooled him any. But he didn’t 
care... 

We got to the corner, where I headed the 
other way. I stopped and said, “Well, I'll 
see you tomorrow.” 

He sorted out our books, handing me 
mine. “See you, Betty. And I’m glad you're 
going to the dance.” 

It was worth it, I thought, turning off in 
my direction. I’d have done anything for 
Steve, for a date with him. 

Gradually, as the week wore on, I got 
more hardened to my job. I’d got so I was 
even thinking like a criminal, telling my- 
self no one could ever prove /’d had any- 
thing to do with it, even if the pictures 
did get found by the wreng people. Sam- 
my’s and Nicky’s word wouldn’t be worth 
anything—everybody knew they were no 
good. .. . I’d just deny it, I’d tell myself 
all over again every time panic fluttered 
through me. And who could prove differ. 
ent? I resolved to be careful no one saw 
me talking to Sammy, and I even planned 
to wipe off the camera before I gave it back 
—just to make sure nothing could be 
traced to me. It wasn’t that I thought there 
was anything legally wrong with what | 
was doing—it was just that I was so 
ashamed of it. 

By Wednesday I’d snapped four on the 
roll. And I'd taken the long way home, 
going through town, lingering hungrily in 
front of the store windows. Finally I dared 
go inside of one shop and fingered my way 
through the tantalizing rack of filmy dane- 
ing dresses. And then I found it—a rich. 
soft pink with a wide, wide swirling skirt 
and a deep neckline that fell off the shoul 
ders. I could see myself in it—I could al 
most feel it on me. . . . It was only four 
teen dollars. In another shop down the 
street I saw all kinds of sandals, silver. 
gold, white—all of them only a few dollars 


of fresh air coming over me. “And thanks, 
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If you had those few! 

The next day it was easier to finish of 
the roll. All I had to do was think of the 
dress and the dance—and Steve. Not the 
girls I was photographing. 

I dallied after English Lit that day, ig 
noring Steve. When I saw him leave, 
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poked around for Sammy. He was waiting 
for the sign. When he got over to my desk, 
[ muttered under my breath, “I don’t want 
to be seen with you.” 

He wasn’t insulted. He nodded approv- 
ingly. “That’s smart. Wait for me a block 
this side of the trailer entrance.” Then he 
left—Sammy and his dark shadow, Nicky. 


I hurried home. Suddenly I couldn’t get 
rid of it fast enough. They were waiting 
right where they said. They led me away 
from the road, behind a fence. There wasn’t 
anybody around—only a couple of ragged, 
dirty little kids. 

I handed it over fast. “How soon do I 
get paid?” I demanded. 

“Tomorrow,” he said. “Soon as we see 
how many turned out.” 

Then I remembered about Henrietta 
Dale. She was real fat—at least twice as 
big around as an average girl. I’d been 
sorry the minute I’d snapped her. It seemed 
socruel. And besides, I was afraid nobody 
would need her face to know who it was. 
[hadn’t worried, though. because I was so 
sure they wouldn’t want her picture. That’s 
how much I knew. . . . So I said, “I got 
Henrietta by mistake—I think it’s the fifth 
one.” 

They both burst out laughing, and I was 
furious. “You'll destroy that one, won’t 
you?” I asked tightly. “I won’t expect to 
get paid for it.” 

“Sure,” Sammy said. “We'll kill it. Don’t 
worry.” 

It made me sick to look at their smirks. 
I wheeled around and ran to our trailer, 
trembling all over... . 

They were waiting for me at the trailer 
entrance the next morning when I left for 
school Sammy handed me some bills. 
“There were only five we could use, kid,” 
he said. “If you want to see ’em, I’ve 
got—” 

“No,” I whispered, clutching the money 
and backing away. “I'll take your word for 
i” 

“Okay,” he said. “We’ll get it reloaded 
and slip it to you Monday.” 

“No,” I said harshly. “I said only this 
one. I’m not going to take any more.” 

Nicky frowned, but Sammy nudged him 
back. He smiled, unconcerned. “If you 
change your mind, let me know. Pretty 
easy money, you know.” 

“Tm through,” I repeated. 

He shrugged, and I waited for them to 
leave, holding my breath. I didn’t let it 
out again until they’d got into the yellow 
car and roared off. Now I was through 
with them, I told myself. I could begin to 
forget it... . I stared down at the bills 
crumbled in my hand. I had twenty-five 
dollars. It seemed like a fortune. As I 
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started slowly toward my bus, a feeling of 
relief flooded through me. . . . 

By the time I got to school, little shivers 
of excitement were running up and down 
my back. This was the day I could shop. 
This was the night with Steve. 

That afternoon after English Steve whis- 
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pered, “Tonight at eight.” And I nodded, 
smiling, flushing. .. . 

It wasn’t till hours later, after I’d bought 
my precious finery and was hurrying home, 
that a brand new worry crowded up. How 
was I going to explain this stuff to Mom— 
the darling dress, the new sandals, the lit- 
tle evening bag? 

I got home first, and I fretted all the time 
I waited. Then it was so easy, I felt guiltier 
than ever instead of relieved. I said a girl 
at school had loaned me one of her dresses, 
and I’d saved all week out of my lunch 
money for the sandals. I figured I could 
just slip the bag out under my coat. 

Mom was happy for me. “I’m so glad, 
Betty. It’s lovely. You can wear my black 
jacket. . . .” She looked too tired to ques- 
tion it closely. Besides she trusted me. I’d 
never licd to her before. . . . I shook off 
my feeling of guilt, and started getting 
ready. 

From beginning to end that night was 
the most perfect time of my whole life. It 
was as if my fairy godmother had touched 
it with a magic wand. Steve came right on 
the dot of eight with a beautiful corsage 
of tiny pink roses. “Just perfect for my 
dress,” I breathed, while Mom pinned it on. 

Then Steve said, “I'll take good care of 
her, Mrs. Hanson. Any special time I have 
to bring her home?” 

I could see Mom liked him right off, the 
way she smiled and said, “I'll leave it open. 
I know you'll be sensible.” 

So we started off, in Steve’s father’s 
car. ... 1 felt beautiful and protected, 
like I was somebody important. the way 
Steve helped me into the car and adjusted 
the window so it wouldn’t be too much 
draft—the way he took my arm and es- 
corted me into the school auditorium. 
There were twirling colored lanterns and 
two bands and laughing, chattering couples 
and groups all over the place—some danc- 
ing, some strolling around the grounds, 
crowds clustered around the snack bar at 
one end. I felt like somebody else, belong- 
ing to this other, exciting part of school 
ae 

I checked my wrap and came back to 
where Steve waited anxiously. When he 
saw me. he rushed over. Without a word 
I folded into his arms and we glided to- 
gether to the pulsating beat of “Earth 
Angel.” 

“That’s what you are tonight, Betty,” 
Steve whispered in my ear. “An angel 
come down to earth.” 

“It’s my favorite song,” I murmured, 
feeling like an angel riding a pink cloud. 

“Mine, too,” he said. “It'll be our song 
forever.” 


HE HOURS VANISHED like minutes. 

Lots of boys cut in—boys I’d seen 
around but hadn’t known—and I was glad 
because I wanted Steve to feel proud. I 
prattled meaninglessly at them, keeping my 
eyes on Steve, thrilled that he always 
waited to cut back in. ... Thrilled beyond 
words to be back with him. During the last 
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dance, he said, “Myra’s crowd is going to 
Andy’s Hut afterwards. Want to join 
them?” 

I didn’t. I was afraid of those girls. They 
had so much. I was afraid they’d push me 
outside and the perfect night would be 
spoiled. “I’d just as soon go somewhere 
else, just with you,” I said, praying Steve 
wouldn’t be disappointed. 

He wasn’t. He squeezed me tighter and 
said he’d rather, too. When we got back 
to the trailer, even that looked different 
under the stars and the slivered moon. For 
once there weren’t the usual night sounds 
of drunken brawling and kids crying. There 
were only the crickets and rustling leaves. 

Steve said, “Goodnight—angel.” And 
then his arms came around me, trembling- 
ly, and his lips brushed mine sweetly. “I’m 
so glad I found you, Betty,” he whispered. 
“Save next week-end?” 

“Of course,” I whispered back. I’d save 
the rest of my life, I thought. But I only 
said. “It was wonderful, Steve.” 

I stood there, just outside the doorway, 
long after he’d left. hating to go in and 
break the spell. When I did go in, the 
enchantment was still on me. While Mom 
slept I folded up the dreamy dress into a 
little bundle and hid it under everything 
else in my bottom drawer. Mom would 
think I’d returned it. But even though I 
couldn’t wear it again, I thought wistfully, 
I'd keep it always. 

Still later, as I lay quietly in my bunk 
bed over Mom, I remembered what I’d had 
to do to make this night possible. And I 
wasn’t sorry. Not then. . . . I even decided 
to do it one more week, take one more roll 
of the horrid films. Just enough for a few 
cute things—just enough to tide me along 
the rest of the year. . . 

It was as if Sammy had some evil power 
that enabled him to know exactly how my 
mind worked. He was waiting again that 
next Monday morning—waiting with Nicky 
and the yellow car and the loathesome little 
camera. He said, “I figured you’d want 
ig 

I reached out for it. “But this is the 
last,” I said, hating myself for having to be 
mixed up with him. 

He didn’t bother to answer. He jerked 
his head at Nicky, and they left. 

So I did it again all that week. I guess 
I hurried too much. I was so anxious to 
get it over with. It was Wednesday morn- 
ing when I was taking the seventh picture 
that it happened, the beginning of all the 
tragedy and suffering and shame. I’d seen 
her standing there in the doorway of the 
shower stall. I wasn’t paying any atten- 
tion to who it was, just a beautifully formed 
girl, stretching, her head thrown back. I 
tipped the camera and pushed the lever. 
And right afterwards I wasn’t sure whether 
she’d jerked her head up in that split sec- 
ond before I’d clicked—or after. It was 
Myra Trexler’s body, Myra’s face—full 
front into the camera. 

I rushed out, my thoughts in a turmoil. 
I thought of ripping out the whole roll. But 





IT couldn’t bring myself to throw away the 
first six—to lose thirty dollars. Or to start 
all over. . . . I was through forever—at 
least I knew that much. I would never, 
never take another. My hands trembled al] 
through my next class, and later, after 
lunch, I failed a geometry test. I’d studied, 
I'd known the answers. I just couldn't 
think of anything except that last ghastly 
picture. 

I got to English Lit before anybody else, 
When Sammy and Nicky came shuffling in, 
Steve still hadn’t arrived. I went over to 
Sammy and whispered, “After school at 
the trailer park.” Then I rushed to my own 
desk, getting there just as Steve sauntered 
in. He smiled at me as if I were clean and 
good, and somehow it did help. 

After class he stopped me and asked how 
about the movies Friday night. I said I'd 
love that. Then I hurried away from him, 
too anxious to get home and rid of the 
camera to think of anything else. 

When I neared the camp I saw the yel- 
low car, waiting. I took a deep breath and 
walked over to them, holding the camera 
behind my back. “F’ve only taken seven,” 
I said, “and I’m all through. For good.” 
I shuddered, steeling myself. “Ill smash 
the camera now unless you promise you'll 
destroy the seventh one.” I wanted to say, 
Without looking at it, but I knew that 
would be useless. “And I want my thirty 
dollars right now,” I added _ stonily. It 
wasn’t that I thought Sammy would hold 
out—at least I had sense enough to know 
he’d gladly pay me just on the hope I'd 
weaken again sometime. It was just that 
I wanted to be finished with him right 
then ard there—I never wanted to look at 
or speak to him again... . 

“Tf you say so. kid,” he said _ softly. 
There was something smug in his voice, 
something veiled in his eyes that should 
have warned me. He pulled out his wallet 
and picked six five-dollar bills out of a 
big roll. I looked away, thinking, Now! 
know what they mean by dirty money. 
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“Whatever it is, we'll kill it, kid,” he was 
saying. “I guess we can do you that favor.” 

So I handed over the camera, and a min- 
ute later we were making the exchange. 
Sammy’s eyes were too bright, the whole 
deal had been too easy, but I didn’t stop 
to figure it out. To this day I can’t under 
stand why I thought a promise from Sam 
my would mean anything. I guess I was too 
greedy for the thirty dollars to look that 
deep. Or too anxious to get out of it. Or 
too guilty myself. ... I grabbed my money 
and scurried away. 

That night when Mom got home, I told 
her I had a job helping out in the cafe 
teria. To ease my conscience, I said, “So 
I won’t need lunch money, Mom. Free 
lunches plus a little extra.” 

She was pathetically pleased —ané 
proud. It made me squirm when she said 
she was lucky to have a daughter like me 
I thought, 7 can always say I got fired 
when my money runs out. . . . Or even $ 
without lunches. I’d do that for Steve. And 
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Td go without lunches before I’d ever take 


another picture, too... . 

I felt better the next day when Sammy 
ignored me. He seemed to know I’d meant 
it this time, and it was a relief. I walked 
downtown with Steve after school and had 
acoke. And after he left I bought a darling 
blue nylon sweater. I wore it Friday night, 
and after the show, Steve asked anxiously, 
“You won’t be going back to Indiana when 
school’s out, will you?” 

I said no—Mom and I liked it here. He 
squeezed my hand, relieved. “I’ve got big 
plans for us, Betty.” 

I drifted through the next two months 
with mixed up feelings. Sometimes I’d be 
ecstatically happy. Steve and I kept dating, 
and I knew he was getting more serious all 
the time. talking about the swell job he had 
lined up for after graduation, telling me 
how his two older brothers had got married 
right after high school. 

One Friday, after we’d been going to- 
gether over a month, Myra rushed up to 
me in the hallway, smiling, introducing 
herself. “You’re Betty Hanson, aren’t you? 
Steve’s girl?” 

I nodded, feeling proud and important— 
so different from before. 

“We're having a little party at my house 
tomorrow night,” she went on pleasantly. 
“Steve’s coming, and we’d like you, too.” 

I said tremulously that I’d love to. ... 
And that next night, in the Trexlers’ beau- 
tiful basement recreation room, I met My- 
ra’s whole gang—that was the night I was 
oficially in. In on their future plans for 
picnics and bowling and other parties. . . . 
They were all nicer than I’d dreamed, 
not caring that I couldn’t entertain them— 
just taking me as I was, Steve’s girl. Their 
friend no. 

Other times I’d be forced to remember 
what I’d done to get that first dress—to 
have that first date with Steve. And I’d be 
plunged into abject shame. Like the times 
in gym when I’d wonder uncomfortably 
who was taking the pictures now, if any- 
hody was—if I was safe. I was conscious- 
ly careful, and in February when we 
changed classes for the new semester, I 
wangled a medical excuse and got out of 
gym. It was easier then, too, because 
neither Sammy nor Nicky were in any of 
my new classes. and I never had to see 
them anymore. So gradually I began for- 
getting. 

On Valentine’s Day Steve gave me his 
ring. “. . . until I can replace it with a 
diamond, honey,” he said softly. 

My pride in it had to be spoiled the 
very next day when something happened 
in geometry that made me remember vivid- 
ly and burningly all over again. . . . We 
were just leaving for our next class when 
I noticed a paper fluttering out of a boy’s 
book. He kept right on going, not noticing. 
I picked it up—to call after him. Then I 
saw what it was, and I froze. Kids walked 
past me, unmindful, and I tucked it into my 
purse, 





Later, in the Girl’s Room, I took it out 
again, studying it—the nude girl, looking 
as though she was lying on the beach. 
There was the ocean, the sand. boats— 
some trees. . . . I remembered taking it— 
in the shower room. I remembered it was 
Noreen Stelle, but no one else could have 
guessed. It seemed so long ago. I stood 
there, puzzling over the background—over 
the way she seemed to be lying down. .. . 
Now, of course, I know how they did it— 
those cruel, dirty boys. It was all explained 
at the hearing—how they cut out the nude 
figures and then pasted them at any angle 
they wanted on top of another ‘scenery’ 
picture, taken somewhere Then they 
photographed that pasted picture. and got 
one that looked real. ... But I didn’t 
know then how they’d donc it. I only knew 
it was some kind of fiendish trick. I tore 
it into tiny pieces and flushed it down the 
toilet, feeling soiléd myself. 

Sometimes I’d see a couple or more boys 
grouped together, bending over somebody’s 
desk, and I could tell by the way they 
smirked and giggled that one of them was 
showing one of the pictures. Those were 
the times I hated myself so much I’d have 
to avoid Steve and the others for a little 
while—because I couldn’t face them right 
then. I thought those times when I felt so 
ashamed were my punishment. I thought 
it was that easy. I didn’t see how anything 
worse could happen. There just wasn’t any 
possible way 7 could get caught—or even 
connected with it, no matter what hap- 


else. 


pened. If I was sometimes uncomfortable 
and sorry and ashamed—at least I felt 
safe! 


T WAS ONE TUESDAY toward the end 

of March when I found out how wrong I 
was. The minute I got outside school that 
morning I could tell something was wrong. 
Groups of whispering kids clung together 
in the halls, and there was a scared hush 
hanging over everything. Word of police- 
men and the mayor and others being in the 
principal’s office spread through the build- 
ing like a prairie fire. The teachers all 
looked grim and mysterious. But no one 
seemed to know what had happened. Ex- 
cept me! Maybe it was my guilty con- 
science. Or maybe it was some sixth sense. 
Whatever it was, I just knew it was about 
the pictures. I kept to myself, trying not to 
seem any more curious than the rest of 
them, trying to keep out of it. But every 
nerve in my body was alerted for informa- 
tion. 

It wasn’t until after lunch that I found 
out, in Spanish, what had happened. Jean 
Mitchell, who sat next to me, was bursting 
with her news. Horror fanned through me 
while I listened to her excited whispering 
about the picture her brother had got hold 
of and taken to the principal late yester- 
day—the picture of Myra. Myra, posing 
with a nude male figure. You couldn’t tell 
who he was, she said, but you could tell 
it was Myra all right. 

“They were at the beach when they had 
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their picture taken like that,” she hissed 
in my ear. “Imagine—Myra, of all people 


—doing a thing like that.” Her eyes were. 


wide and shocked. 

Miss Farley rapped for silence, glaring 
at us. I shrivelled back into my seat. Of 
course they wouldn’t spoil that picture, I 
thought. I should have known. I should 
have found out more about what they were 
doing with them. My mind groped back, 
trying to remember others I'd taken. I 
froze, remembering poor fat Henrietta 
Dale, remembering how I’d taken it for 
granted they’d tear up that one. How blind 
and stupid and trusting I’d been! Of 
course they wouldn’t—it was too good for 
nasty laughs. I tried to find some comfort 
in knowing her face hadn’t been visible. 
But I couldn’t—there was only one girl in 
school that fat. My eyes burned and I 
felt faint. J should never have listened to 
them in the first place... . 

I don’t know how I sat through that class. 
I don’t know how I got home that day. I 
saw Steve waiting for me at my locker, and 
I ducked back; leaving by the side door. 
No wonder I hadn’t seen Myra all day, I 
thought. And then I thought, I can’t ever 
look her in the face again. Could I look at 
Steve? 

I stumbled blindly along in a vacuum 
of fear and sick remorse. Nina Radcliffe— 
Myra’s best friend—saw me and hollered 
for me to wait. I stopped, feeling trapped 
and helpless. She caught up with me and 
grabbed my arm, her face white and 
pinched. 

“You heard?” she asked breathlessly. 

I could only nod and keep staring down 
at the ground. 

“Betty,” she said. “why ever she did it 
I can’t imagine. Her folks are sick about 
it. . . . Why would she do it?” 

I said desperately, “Maybe she didn’t. 
Maybe it was some kind of trick.” 

She looked at me scornfully. “That’s 
what Myra keeps saying. But anybody 
knows how silly that is. She had to pose 
for a picture like that. Even if she didn’t 
pose,” she went on thoughtfully, “she had 
to be like that, didn’t she?” 

I had no answer for her. Somehow I 
broke away and as soon as I’d turned the 
corner I began running. I ran all the way 
home, perspiring and breathless and cry- 
ing. 

It was dark when Mom got home and 
found me crumpled in the corner of my 
bed. I hadn’t been able to think of any- 
thing to do all that time—except run away. 
But it would hurt Mom, and what good 
would it do Myra? 

Mom knew right away something was 
terribly wrong. Dinner was supposed to be 
ready. I hadn’t even bothered to turn on 
the lights. She bent over me, looking 
scared, and as my eyes met hers, I knew 
there wasn’t any chance of keeping it from 
her. It just wasn’t possible for me to pre- 
tend any more. 

So I poured it out, realizing how evil it 
all sounded no matter how I said it—real- 
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izing too late how horribly I was hurting 
and shaming Mom. And my reasons for it 
all that had seemed so important once 
seemed so flimsy now. Even while I blub- 
bered along, I knew what Mom was going 
to make me do. 

She didn’t say any words of blame. All 
she said was, “We'll have to go right over 
there.” Her tired face looked years older 
than it had that morning. “You'll have to 
tell them what you did—so they’ll know 
Myra was only an innocent victim.” Ab- 
ruptly she straightened up and looked 
down at me with a strange, sick expression 
in her eyes. Like I’d turned into a witch 
or something. 

“I’m so sorry, Mom,” I whimpered. “I'd 
give anything if only I hadn’t—” 

“I know,” she said, looking away. 

We didn’t think about dinner, either of 
us. As soon as we could, we left, not speak- 
ing all the way. 

It was funny, how that night, sitting in 
the Trexlers’ den—just Mom and me and 
Mr. and Mrs. Trexler—I felt even sorrier 
for Mom than I did for myself or them or 
Myra—or anybody. They sat there stiffly, 
Mrs. Trexler with a tight, furious look on 
her face—Mr. Trexler interrupting with 
questions, in a cold, steely voice. They 
wouldn’t let me see Myra. I kept saying, 
“T didn’t know her then. That was before. 
... If I'd known her, I wouldn’t have 
done it.” 

But none of them cared about that. Fi- 
nally Mr. Trexler went to the phone and 
called somebody. In a few minutes they 
came—an officer from juvenile court and 
another man. I didn’t know who. And I 
told it all again, answering even more ques- 
tions. Mom never said a word. She just 
sat there like she was made of wood. 

I was so exhausted and sick and empty 
I thought I’d faint. I wished I would. But 
I didn’t. The waves of dizziness came and 
went and I stayed on my chair, answering 
the questions about Sammy and Nicky, 
having to remember everything they’d said, 
over and over. 

If I thought I was through with the ques- 
tioning when they finally let us go home 
that night, I couldn’t have been more 
wrong. It kept on for days. . . . Through 
Sammy—he and Nicky were being held in 
custody—they got the name of every boy 
who'd ever bought a picture. And in the 
grim little room at the police station, I 
had to look at them all, identifying those 
I’d snapped. I was stunned at how many 
more there were—pictures I hadn’t had 
anything to do with—and my skin prickled 
with shame. 

Mom and I couldn’t go away because I 
had to appear in court to answer the 
charges against me. They talked about my 
active participation in the traffic of pornog- 
raphy and my invasion of the privacy and 
decency of minors until I was physically 
sick with self-loathing. 

During that ghastly waiting time, Mom 
and I hardly left the trailer—except at 
night in the dark, when one or both of us 


we spent all our free time reading the 
local papers, cringingly, punishing our. 
selves almost beyond endurance, but help. 
less in our need to know. It didn’t help 
that I was referred to only as the Jane 
Doe who took the “shower room nudes.” 
Even if everyone didn’t know I was the one, 
T knew it. 

Finally the day of the hearing came, 
and we were all there—Sammy and Nicky, 
Myra and her parents, the Mitchell boy— 
lots of other sober-faced kids. ...[ 
couldn’t look at any of them. It was one 
long, blurry, endless nightmare. I didn’t 
have to think any more about what I was 
saying, when my turn came. All the sick. 
ening details were engraved deep in my 
memory. 

Sammy and Nicky were sent away fora 
long, long time. I was overwhelmed with 
wonder and gratitude when Mr. Trexler 
pleaded for leniency on my behalf. I think 
he did it mostly for Mom—because he 
pitied her and because he admired her for 
making me expose the whole racket. In 
the end, the judge let me go, releasing me 
into Mom’s custody. 

Mom and I packed up and left as soon 
as we could. Of course I never saw Steve 
again. I’ve cried so much for the short, 
sweet memory of our love, I haven’t any 
tears left for anything. 

Mom and [I are back in Indianapolis 
again. We’re living in a basement apart- 
ment, and Mom is working hard in a lau 
dry. I’m attending summer school, study- 
ing hard to get all my credits so I can have 
my diploma in August. I’m not thinking 





stole out for some necessity. It seemed like 



























about boys or fun or pretty clothes. Those 
things are fine—but they’re never worth 
the price of self-respect and a clear con 
science. I’m concentrating now on getting 
through so I can get a good job and begin 5 
to make things easier for Mom. 

We never talk about what happened 
back in California any more, but there’s4 
lonely, strained silence between us. It's 
because Mom can’t trust me any more like 
she used to—and because neither one of us 


ever really stops remembering. THE ENDP 





Young Man Blues 
(Continued from Page 37) 


locate the kitchen. Lovely lights flooded 
the front as my cab pulled up in front o 
it. Soft music carried with siblance out o 
the partially-opened picture windows. | 
felt a sense of luxury already—enhancel, 
of course, by the assurance which clung 0 
me with the new suit, the attractive hair 
styling I had bought and paid for. 

There were lots of people there when! 
was admitted by the man Agnes had hire 
for the evening. My hostess rushed up" 
me, embracing me as if I were a long, los, 
rich relative. 

“I was so afraid you wouldn’t com 
darling,” she gushed. “You know, I woull 
never invite you at the last minute. Bat 
after all, you have been out of town and 
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"just heard today that you were back. 


Darling, meet my precious Ty. Isn’t he a 
dream?” 


HE YOUNG MAN SHE had in tow was 

a dream. Have you ever run across the 
kind of man who is so dreadfully good- 
looking that he makes you stare to see if 
he’s real. That was Aggy’s Ty. He was 
tall, slim but muscular, gold-brown in 
color, with hair so wavy it made you dizzy 
and such a flashing, white smile that it 
dazzled. 

“I’m grateful to meet you,” Ty told me 
in a throbbingly musical voice—very deep. 
“Aunt Aggy’s talked so much about you. 
But she didn’t tell me you were beautiful. 
I should have been warned. After all, ’'m 
only a defenseless ex-Marine.” 

There was an undertone of delicious 
mockery in the easy flattery of Ty’s man- 
ner. But there was also a disturbing sin- 
cerity in the steady appraisal of his brown 
eyes. I had to inwardly shake myself like 
a dog does after he’s run smack into cold, 
cold water. 

“You're not so defenseless, Ty,” I came 
back, smiling into his eyes. 

“Isn’t he sweet?” Aunt Aggy crooned. 
“He says such pretty things.” 

Ty tossed her a look of affection. 

“Only to pretty people,” he corrected 
her. 

We walked into the large drawing room 
where the majority of the guests were as- 
sembled. A wonderful trio was doing its 
stint. The place was alive with distin- 
guished-looking people. Agnes, a successful 
social climber, had done herself proud. 

“How about a dance, pretty lady?” Ty 
asked. 

Gosh, but this young man has charm, I 
thought to myself. With all the young, pret- 
ty, scheming girls swarming around him, 
he comes to me for a dance. How could I 
refuse? 

“I suppose I’m different,” I said sar- 
castically. 

Ty’s earnestness made my heart miss 
several beats. 

“Of course you are,” he told me. “I felt 
that the moment I met you. You've got 
more to you than just glamor. You're 
somebody.” 

He was looking directly into my eyes as 
he spoke and those eyes of Ty’s were the 
most frank-looking, innocent and _ pretty 
eyes I'd seen in my life. I think it was at 
that moment that I was doomed—that I 
began believing every syllable that came 
from his lips. The remainder of the eve- 
ning, he gave me adequate reasons to be- 
lieve that I had fascinated him. He was 
with me almost every minute, fetching me 
a drink, engaging in animated conversation 
or dancing with me. I began to realize that 
we were being noticed and discussed by the 

rest of the people—some somewhat angrily. 
Girls, twenty years my junior, were throw- 
ing injured looks our way and scheming 
mothers who had probably regarded this 
Opportunity as the last chance for their 
hopefuls, engaged in catty remarks among 
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you need to feel as good as you should. Iron 
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= 
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$O EASY! LONG-AID WITH NEW K-7 = 
CONDITIONS SHORT, BRITTLE HAIR 


TREATS DRY SCALP, AND DRESSES HAIR 
ALL-IN-ONE! 


Do you want 
longer - looking, 
shinier hair for 
those new, ultra- 
feminine hair-dos 

. . easy to swirl, 
curl and brush up 
or under? Check 
hair beauty you 
want below. Send 
coupon now for 
Long-Aid, and 
I'll prove you can 
have lovelier hair 
in just 3 days—or it won’t cost you a penny! 


WHAT'S THE SECRET? 

It’s in the jar—that’s the secret! Long-Aid 
dresses hair . . . conditions hair and scalp 
like nothing else with 3 wander-working in- 
gredients. 

First, extra-rich lanolin relieves your dry, 
thirsty scalp with nature’s own oil .. . 
helps hair look glamourously longer, softer. 

Second, Long-Aid’s amazing new discov- 
ery coats every hair with greaseless shield. 
Absolutely keeps edges straighter, new hair 
straighter ... helps keep hair from “going 
back!” 

Third, miracle new K-7 kills certain scalp 
bacteria, helps relieve itching irritation. 
Helps keep hair clean-smelling. 


MY PROMISE: 

I’ve seen Long-Aid’s sensational action on 
thousands of women’s hair. Whether you're 
5 or 55, you don’t have to be ashamed of 
your hair. Long-Aid gives you pretty hair 








SO FAST your friends will look in wonder. 
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CHECK HAIR BEAUTY YOU WANT: 


0 Lenger-Looking Hair DC Easy to Style, Manage 
0 Sleek, Shining (C0 Soft, Curlable 

( Stays Fixed Longer OC Clean-Smeiling Hair 
CO Relief from Itching Dandruff 


Don’t delay! Order Long-Aid at once by 
mail as thousands do. Use 3 days. It must 
do all we promise, or your money back and 
no questions asked . .. you keep Long-Aid 
as free gift! Long-Aid only $1.10. Long-Aid 
Co., Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. 
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themselves. I didn’t have to hear them. A 
woman knows when that sort of thing is 
going on. 

Believe me, despite all of this, I hadn’t 
the faintest notion that anything more than 
this one enchanted evening would come of 
my meeting Ty Woods. But the payoff 
came when—about two-thirty—he asked 
if he could see me home. 

My reply was doubtful, stumbling. 

“Why, I guess so, Ty,” I told him. “Only, 
shouldn’t you stay here with your guests 
until the party is over?” 

He grinned like a mischievous young- 
ster. 

“With you leaving, lady lovely, the party 
is over for me,” he answered. 

Ty looked so young and fresh and hand- 
some, his profile etched in the half-light 
of early morning, as he slid under the 
wheel of Aunt Aggie’s Buick. I felt like 
snuggling up close to him—and mentally 
slapped myself for entertaining such an 
adolescent notion at my age—and his. 

He looked at me with such direct inten- 
sity that I almost couldn’t meet his glance. 
My heart flopped over inside of me at the 
next clear words. “Do we have to go home 
now?” Ty asked. 

Could it be that this thrilling, almost 
dangerously attractive youngster really 
wanted to spend time with me, liked my 
company so much that he was willing to 
neglect the guests back at the party and 
ignore his aunt’s request to hurry back? 
Or was he simply trying to be gallant— 
seeking to prove to me that he-wasn’t rush- 
ing me off home? 

His next words settled that for me. 

“T hate parties like that, Margaret.” His 
voice seemed caressing with my name. 
“I'd get giant kicks out of a cup of coffee 
and a sandwich or some bacon and eggs in 
a quiet little place with you—or a long, 
long drive out somewhere where we could 
be awake as the sun comes up.” 

I knew I should talk him out of this 
madness. But I hadn’t the strength. His 
company was magic to me, a tonic. I 
hadn’t felt so young, so carefree like this 
for years. 

So we had our coffee and breakfast in a 
little restaurant. And Ty talked and I 
listened happily. We had our delicious 
drive out past the outskirts of town. And 
when Ty left me in front of my home, the 
sun was a golden ball, the sky flushed with 
lovely pink. And my heart, my poor, fool- 
ish heart was in tumult, my ears atingle 
with Ty’s last words that morning. 

“Being with you gives me a dawn feel- 
ing, Margaret,” he had told me earnestly. 
“A fresh, new, clean feeling. I can be my- 

self. I'd like to see you some more and some 
more and some more. I don’t even feel like 
going back to the Coast now. I feel like 
staying somewhere where I can see you 
often.” 

I would carry those sweet words in my 
heart for months to come... . 

Midsummer night’s dream. That’s the 
way I dismissed the episode with Ty. I was 
remorseful in the early afternoon when I 
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awakened. I had behaved like a fool. I 
was certain I had alienated all my friends 
and that Aunt Aggie and the whole crowd 
were bitterly talking about me. And after 
all, I was too much Ty’s senior to entertain 
any thoughts about him—even if he had 
been sincere in all he said. 

Before I could give the matter much 
thought, a magic thing happened. There 
was the ringing of the telephone and Ty’s 
voice at the other end. 

“Margaret, I called to see if you are 
really real—or just a nice last night’s 
dream,” he told me. 

I could scarcely answer intelligently. To 
hear from him now, so soon. . 

“Can you cook, too?” he wanted to 
know. “I’m available for a dinner invita- 
tion.” 

Halt this madness now. my head told me. 
Get away from this ridiculous situation and 
come back down to earth. 

“How’s six-thirty, dear?” I suggested. 

“T’ll wash dishes,” he promised—like a 
kid promising to be good if he could only 
go on the Sunday School picnic. 

I entered into a perfect frenzy of ac- 
tivity—making the apartment tidy, order- 
ing groceries, planning a meal fit for a 
prince. I hummed. I sang. I throbbed 
with anticipation. Prince Charming. That 
was what Ty was. My Prince Charming. 
After all, what was the harm in it? Ty 
would be leaving soon anyhow. If he was 
happy in my company and I in his, what 
bad could there be? I argued myself into 
believing the whole business perfectly in- 
nocent. 

But the dinner with Ty that evening took 
all the wind out of the sails of the “inno- 
cent” argument. First Ty’s flowers arrived 
—lucious American Beauties—two dozen 
of them—red as heart’s blood and fragrant- 
ly lovely. Then Ty arrived—breathtakingly 
dashing in a beautiful gray and brown- 
flecked tweed, face glowing and eyes 
lighting up like Christmas at the sight of 
me. I tried to be sophisticated about it all 
as I prepared before-dinner highballs and 
flooded the living room with soft music 
from the hi-fi. But I couldn’t be sophisti- 
cated when Ty suddenly left his seat on the 
divan to catch me in his arms and hold me 
tenderly as we danced. I couldn’t be 
sophisticated at the way we danced, not 
when he crushed me closer, kissed my eyes, 
then brought his lips hard down on mine. 

“Ty, Ty,” I murmured in a protest I 
didn’t mean. 

He led me back to the divan, sat me 
gently down beside him. 

“TI want a real kiss, Margaret,” he de- 
manded. 

I tried to say something to save what I 
knew was inevitable. But what I saw in 
Ty’s eyes was only a reflection of the thin- 
ly-veiled desire in my own. 

Our lips came together again. There was 
no time for pretense now. A burning flame 
soared upward inside of me. My whole 
being was on fire and Ty’s lips, his fine, 
young hard hands took possession of me. 
I moaned with the sudden relief of a pent- 


further down into forgetfulness of all crea. 
tion except the wonder of twin flames of 
wanting fusing together. 

“Ty, Ty!” But this time it wasn’t a pro- 
test. It was consent... . 


Two HOURS LATER, I had to start 

warming over my well-prepared dinner, 

My mind was a battlefield of mixed emo. 
tions. The sudden, violently passionate 
thing which had happened between Ty and 
me made me certain that I was in love, 
And yet, I was ashamed and apprehensive 
—ashamed at giving in to him and appre. 
hensive because of what this ill-matched 
affair might lead to. An affair—that’s al] 
it could be. 

Ty must have read my disturbed mind, 
He came up behind me in the kitchen 
where I was working over the stove. He 
clasped me in his arms, buried his face at 
the back of my neck. 

“I’m not going away, darling,” he said, 
“I’m going to stay right in this town.” 

All through dinner we discussed it. | 
pointed out the futility of the situation. | 
tried to convince Ty that he couldn’t pos. 
sibly feel as he said he did; that it was 
merely infatuation with him. In a way, I 
was trying to convince myself too. 

“Ts it infatuation?” Ty asked, giving me 
one of his disconcertingly direct looks, 
“Suppose I told you that I’m so infatuated 
that I want to marry you?” 

The events of the next few weeks were 
like incidents in a dream—partially a love- 
ly dream—Ty’s being around all the time 
and insisting that we get married—par- 
tially a nightmare—the reaction of Aunt 
Aggie and the whole community. 

What convinced me that Ty was serious 
was that he told Aggie that he was in love 
with me and that we were going to get 
married. I hadn’t consented yet—nor had 
I refused. There was an awful scene be- 
tween Aggie and me. She came storming 


up passion released as we sank further, 




































over to my apartment, called me numerous 
varieties of hussies, accused me of unduly 
influencing her sweet, innocent nephew. 
If anything, this tirade of Aggie’s strength 
ened the stubborn resistance I was trying 
to build against my own fears and doubts 
about Ty and me. 

“Pay her no mind, honey. She’ll get over 
it,” Ty told me nonchalantly. 

The story went all over town—the story 
of middle-aged widow and handsome young 
veteran. Aggie helped to spread the poison 
and the fact that Ty and I were seen out 
together so often added fuel to the flame. 
The more whispering I sensed behind my 
back, the more often I came upon little 
groups of one-time friends to have them 
suddenly stop talking—the more deter 
mined I became that no one was going to 
run my life but me. 

The crushing blow in the campaig 
against us came when Joyce entered the 
picture. So taken up with my devotion to 
Ty, I had neglected to write Joyce or even 
think about her for weeks. But someont 
else thought about her. Aunt Aggie 
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~ someone else wrote her at school and told 





her the whole “disgraceful” story. Joyce 
called me long-distance. 

“It isn’t true, dear, is it?” she asked 
anxiously, after telling me what she’d 
heard. 

By this time, my patience with other 
peoples’ meddling had worn so thin, I 
resented my own daughter’s interest. 

“And if it is?” I demanded sharply. 

“Mummy,” Joyce cried, shocked. “I’m 
coming home. I’m coming home right 
away. I’ve got to talk to you. I don’t un- 
derstand . . .” 

Joyce did come home and the rift be- 
tween us widened. 

My distorted mind, placed on the de- 
fensive, led me swiftly to a horrible con- 
clusion. I remembered how when Joyce 
was a tiny thing, she used to cry when her 
Daddy kissed me and didn’t kiss her. How 
she used to playfully—seemingly—inter- 
fere whenever her father and I embraced or 
tried to carry on a private, low-toned con- 
yersation. Now. her words of denunciation, 
spoken only minutes ago, came back to me 
with great clarity. Young enough to be my 
boy friend, Joyce had screamed. 

I was almost maniacal in my counter- 
attack on Joyce. 

I stood up and faced her with contempt 
and hateful triumph in my eyes. 

“You’re jealous,” I raved. “You’re sick 
with envy. Because he’s good-looking and 
wonderful and because he loves me. You 
can’t understand how, at my age, I can get 
a man who’s really the kind of man you 
want. You’ve always been jealous of me— 
even with your Daddy. Well. . . .” 

I pulled up short. The look on Joyce’s 
face which halted my spite was a look I’ll 
never be able to describe. It was almost 
as though her features had taken on the im- 
mobile mask of coming death. She stood 
there, gazing steadily at me for a few 
minutes. Then, with a hurtfully sorrowful 
dignity, she turned slowly and left the 
room. I knew what was next. Joyce was 
packing. A half-hour later she left the 
house. I sat like a stone figure, wondering 
what sort of unnatural creature I had devel- 
oped into that I could have so wounded my 
dear daughter; that, having done so, I was 
incapable of following her to beg her for- 
giveness and to keep her from leaving me. 

After that, Joyce wrote me regularly. 
Polite, little letters which told me of her 
activities, Letters so unlike the warm, af- 
fectionate, daughter-to-mother kind of 
thing she’d been used to writing. Ty was 
impatient to get married. I held him off, 
secretly hoping a thing I didn’t admit to 
myself—that Joyce and I could become rec- 
onciled. Then, I'd feel free to enjoy mar- 
tied bliss with Ty who was becoming dear- 
er to me by the day. 

I made a desperate effort. I wrote Joyce 
a long, penitent letter. I asked her to for- 
give me for the mean things I had said. I 
pleaded that I had been under such stress 
because of all the opposition to my intend- 
ed marriage. I begged for her understand- 
ing and told her of our plan to set the 








wedding during that summer so that she 
could be with us at the small, quiet cere- 
mony we planned. 

Joyce’s reply came back swiftly. She 
wrote that she forgave me for my accusa- 
tions against her; that she held nothing 
against me, but that, in all honesty, she 
couldn’t take back the things she had said. 

“T do want you to be happy, Mummy,” 
she wrote. “But this kind of happiness 
you're experiencing makes me very sad. I 
couldn’t bear to be at the wedding. Go 
ahead without me. I’m not coming home 
for summer vacation. Marva Leighton has 
invited me to visit her in Maine and I 
think that will be best. I hope I’m wrong 
about it all. Just for your sake.” 

It’s amazing, the lengths to which human 
beings will go to justify their own sins. 
My sense of guilt helped me read a twisted 
meaning into Joyce’s words. “This kind of 
happiness you’re experiencing makes me 
very sad.” What could that mean but that 
Joyce was jealous. She couldn’t bear to be 
at the wedding. 

My mind was made up. I would marry 
Ty immediately. We’d slip off some place 
and get married. Ty was delighted at my 
decision. I wired Joyce right after we left 
the office of an out-of-town justice of the 
peace. 


V HEN THE NEWS got out to the com- 

munity, there was a carnival of gos- 
sip. I ignored it. Ty was sweet and pre- 
cious and the idea of once again having 
someone who belonged exclusively to me 
filled my life with happiness. I felt like a 
sixteen-year-old girl in love. Ty was the 
kind of husband who made you feel that 
way. Constant attentions, surprise gifts, 
flowers and that delightful sense of humor 
which made every passing day another 
blessing. 

I'd given up practically all social ac- 
tivities. Going to the movies or a concert 
with Ty—working on redecorating our 
apartment—plus my light duties at the of- 
fice—made me complete. And even though 
I didn’t frequent the bridge parties and 
other gatherings, I still kept up, to an ex- 
tent, with the grapevine of gossip which 
had always been a favorite activity. 
Through a close friend, I learned that the 
town had stopped talking about the sur- 
prise it experienced to learn our marriage 
had actually happened. There was a dif- 
ferent topic now; that Ty was a gigilo hus- 
band who depended upon me for support 
and who had no job; that I was willing to 
accept this because I considered myself 
fortunate to get a young, good-looking man 
at any cost. 

After my first flush of indignation at this 
chatter, I tried to dismiss it. But, one eve- 
ning, after a hectic session at the office (it 
was our time for auditing and I was spend- 
ing full time down there for a week), I 
came home to find Ty sprawled out in the 
bed. An almost empty Scotch bottle and 
some comic magazines were on the floor. 
The bedroom was filled with a smoky at- 
mosphere and on a saucer on the little 


night table were remnants of sandwiches. 
For the six months we’d been married, Ty 
had done nothing but laze around the house 
like that. I hadn’t noticed it particularly 
because, most of the time, I’d been home 
with him. But suddenly, the resentful 
question occurred to me—when was he go- 
ing to begin to assume some responsibility. 
He never discussed any plans. His only 
duty in life now seems to be making love 
to me, I thought bitterly. Into my mind 
popped Joyce’s bitter words that day she 
had come home—“the pro-lover type, full 
of ego and determined that he ought to be 
taken care of by women who fall for him.” 

I opened the window to air out the room 
and began collecting the glasses, saucer 
and bottle. Ty woke up. 

“Hey, baby,” he greeted me. “Gee, it’s 
lonely here without you. I was bored to 
death. What we gonna have for dinner?” 

The very last thing I felt like doing 
after all I’d been through that day, was 
preparing dinner for a man who'd re- 
mained in bed all day and now complained 
of boredom. A quick retort was on my lips, 
but Ty reached out for me and pulled me 
down to kiss me. The old magic went to 
work again. I ran my fingers through his 
tousled hair, looked at him, sighed inward- 
ly and went obediently into the kitchen to 
get some steaks ready—his favorite. 

But the poison had begun working in my 
brain. A few days later, I decided to have a 
showdown with Ty. 

I tried to find a delicate way to broach 
the subject, ending up saying flatly: 
“Honey, don’t you think you and I ought to 
discuss some plans—your plans—I mean 
what you’re going to do in life?” 

I guess it was my own guilt at criticising 
him to myself and wondering what others 
were thinking which made me surprised at 
Ty’s ready reaction. 

“T certainly do,” he declared. “I’ve been 
thinking it over—don’t think I haven’t. 
Can’t let you go on supporting us, can I? 
Even if you are made of dough.” 

I concealed a gasp at the last remark. 
It was disturbing how Joyce’s statements 
were coming home to me. Joyce had in- 
sinuated that Ty probably thought I had 
piles of money.. I decided to straighten 
that one out right now. 

“T should have taken you into my con- 
fidence long ago, Ty,” I said soberly. “It’s 
true I am pretty comfortably fixed from 
the income of the partnership my first 
husband left me in his business. But I’m 
really not rich. I try to live modestly be- 
cause the business is still growing and I 
want to be ready to do my share if expan- 
sion comes along.” 

Ty looked at me admiringly. 

“Quite the little financier, aren’t you, 
darling? And, just like all the rest of the 
big busiaess folks—hate to admit you're 
loaded.” His face sobered. “But, let’s not 
talk about your money. I didn’t marry you 
for that. I married you because I love you 
and I want to do my share.” 
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A week later, the first blow came. 

Ty came in, as close to drunk as he could 
be. 

“Baby, gotta have fi’ thousand,” he was 
saying. 

I hoped I was hearing wrong. 

“I gotta have fi’ thousand bucks,” he re- 
peated, his eyes settling on me muddily. 

“For what, Ty?” I demanded, hoping 
his answer would be that he had hit on an 
idea for a good sound business investment. 

“Tos’ seven thousand gambling,” he 
continued. “Wrote a check. Bad check. 
Don’ let ’em put me in jail, honey.” 

[ hastened into the kitchen for ice and 
towels. I had to get Ty sobered up so I 
could hear the whole sordid story. 

I was sick with disgust. But there was 
no point in making a scene then and there. 

“Don’t worry about it, Ty,” I told him 
wearily. “We’ll take care of it tomorrow.” 

The next morning, we went to my bank, 
got a cashier’s check for five thousand and 
deposited it in Ty’s account. He was as 
ashamed and penitent as he could be. 

“I know I’ve been rotten, darling,” he 
told me. “I’ll never do it again and Ill find 
a job now—really I will.” 

I forgave Ty. It was the only thing to do. 
At least, that’s what I believed. I told him 
of a plan I’d evolved during the night. 

I could arrange for him to go into the 
office down at my company. I thought he 
might make out pretty well at business ad- 
ministration and it was just as well, as 
much as I trusted my late husband’s part- 
ner, for me to have someone there at all 
times to protect my interests. Ty caught 
on rapidly, applied himself earnestly and 
made everyone like him. I was so gratified 
when Claude—my partner—came to me 
six months later with high praise of Ty’s 
work and suggested that we place him in 
charge of the office. 

“He'll be able to handle lots of details 
which will enable me to do more outside 
selling.” 

So Ty became an executive of the com- 
pany. He had his own smart office and was 
given a secretary. I felt everything was 
progressing beautifully. I began to feel 
awfully proud of my marriage—especially 
with the constant reports from Claude of 
how well my husband was doing. 

It was six months before the sickening 
blow came. Six months before Ty came to 
me with a confession. He had gotten into 
the old gambling crowd again. Nights 
when he told me he was out bowling he’d 
been playing poker. He had been losing 
steadily and taking money from the com- 
pany, juggling figures, getting deeper and 
deeper in. He had forged a company check 
too. The shortage was more than twelve 
thousand and the auditors were due in the 
following week, 

“I guess I’m just no good, honey,” he 
said, giving me his irresistible little boy 
look. 

It wasn’t irresistible this time, though. 
I was thoroughly disgusted. I took steps to 
make up for the shortage and also to fix 
things at the office so Ty wouldn’t be able 
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to touch the money. What he had done 
didn’t bother him for long. I began to re- 
alize that he was doing these things delib- 
erately, feeling there was nothing for me 
to do but pay and protect him. 

Ty was drinking heavily these days too. 
One night when he came home, very drunk, 
as I was putting him to bed, a pink, scented 
note fell out of his pocket. I glanced at it 
carelessly. Then, with sick horror, I saw 
the name signed at the bottom—Liza. 
Liza was his secretary at the office. I can’t 





bear to repeat what the note said—but it . 


told the whole revolting story of a clandes- 
tine affair carried on in a hotel room. 
That was it. I was full of Ty then. Swiftly, 
I packed a few things and left the house, 
registered in a hotel. I didn’t even want to 
be under the same roof with him. 

Everything Joyce had predicted came 
true. 

The following morning I phoned my law- 
yer and made an appointment. I wanted a 
divorce. Ty found me somehow, came to 
me, begging to be forgiven. But my heart 
was stone. After the divorce, which he 
didn’t contest, he disappeared. My main 
interest in life again is the daughter who 
tried to save me from my own foolishness. 
I had a costly lesson in the facts of life— 
that sometimes mother doesn’t know best. 

I’m not saying May-September romance 
can’t work. I’m just saying don’t let your 
heart run away with your head in any 
kind of romance—and don’t ignore advice 


from people who love you—regardless of 
their age. THE END 





Dope Addict 
(Continued from Page 33) 


It happened easy. I guess it started back 
in Kansas City, Mo., where my brother 
Leon sold marijuana. I don’t know how he 
got started or where he got it from. I didn’t 
even know much about what it was, but I 
just began to understand that Leon sold it. 
Like all teen-agers, I was curious. I wanted 
to know what it was like. I didn’t get the 
opportunity then, though. I guess Leon 
didn’t want to take any chances on a kid 
brother tattlin’. 

“You're too young to be hangin’ around 
with me, Luther,” he used to tell me. “Go 
find some kids to play with.” Leon kept me 
away from it, all right, but it only made me 
more curious. Maybe if somebody had 
really told me something about it, like my 
folks or Leon, I would have understood 
better and wouldn’t have felt I had to find 
out for myself. 

But it wasn’t until after I left Kansas 
City six years ago and came to Chicago 
that I got my first chance. I had relatives 
in Chicago, and I had decided to work 
there. One thing about Chicago, whatever 
you’re looking for, you can find it there. 

And I wasn’t really looking for mari- 
juana. I just happened to be talking with 
a fellow one morning and he asked me if 





I wanted to buy some “pot.” That’s the 
nickname for it. So, just by being curious, 
I bought two sticks from him for seventy- 
five cents and smoked it. When I put a 
match to that first stick, I lit a fuse that 
set off a chain-reaction of explosions inside 
me, each one getting bigger and bigger 
until they began to tear me apart. It 
started with dream-like marijuana, and 
ended with deadly heroin. 

I liked smoking “pot” from the begin- 
ning. It gave you a “high” feeling some- 
thing like whiskey, but it didn’t leave any 
hangover. I liked that, because every time 
I drank I wound up with a tremendous 
hangover. So I quit drinking and started 
buying “pot.” 

In order to keep supplied with my new 
habit, I had to find other junkies who used 
it and peddlers who sold it. The fellow I 
bought the first sticks from didn’t seem to 
handle much, but he sent me to see a wom- 
an called “Fat Annie.” 

Fat Annie was just what you would ex. 
pect; a huge, balloon-shaped brown woman 
with arms like meat roasts and hands like 
slabs of ham. She always wore a dingy, 
dirt-colored apron that may once have 
been white, and she slopped around her 
basement apartment in clattering, worn- 
out mules. Fat Annie must have smoked 
pot herself, because her eyes were always 
glazed over with that dream-world look. 
Only she looked like she had been in it 
so long she was even disillusioned by the 
dreams. I bought a lot of pot from Fat 
Annie. 

There’s one thing about an addict, al- 
though I didn’t really consider myself one 
then. An addict likes company. He likes 
it among guys like himself. I made a couple 
of such friends. They were brothers, Jim- 
my and Buckskin. We used to get to, ether 
over some pot and really blow the roof. 
We had a time—until Jimmy had to go to 
the Army. 

It was at a farewell party his sister was 





giving for Jimmy that I first came in com 
tact with heroin. We didn’t have any mari- 
juana at the party so a friend named Brown 
and I went out to get some, only we couldn't 
find any. One of the places we tried wasa 
joint over on 43rd Street. Nobody in the 
club had any pot, but somebody told us 
there was a guy there with some “horse,” 
the addict’s name for heroin. We bought 
four pink and white capsules containing 
about a grain each from this guy for five 
dollars. Then we went back to the party. 

I had never tried heroin before, but ! 
had a general idea about how to use it 
from listening to friends. My crowd was 
pretty fast. And with Jimmy and Brown 
I had my first experience with heroin. It 
was easy; each of us “snorted” a cap 
apiece, sniffing it up our noses. It wa 
something, just like marijuana, only better. 

The next day, I got up and snorted 4 
cap by myself and one of those craq 
things happened that sometimes pop UP 
when you're foolin’ with dope. I got sick 
and threw up all over everything. But that 
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‘didn’t stop me. I was looking for that 


thrill. Later on, I snorted the other cap 
and I didn’t get sick. It was great.. The 
only trouble was, my job as a hotel store- 
room boy couldn’t support the heroin habit. 
It was about all I could do to stay in mari- 
juana. And since Jimmy had gone on into 
the Army and I didn’t see much of Brown, 
I wasn’t encouraged too much to fool 
around with it. At least, not until a next 
door neighbor, James Carter, learned I was 
on the habit. I walked past him one eve- 
ning, smoking a marijuana cigaret, and he 
must have gotten a whiff of it. 

“What’s that?” he asked, surprised. 

“Il’m smokin’ some pot,” I said, matter- 
of-factly. 

“I didn’t know you smoked pot,” James 
said. “Give me some.” 

It turned out that James was on the stuff, 
too. Really on it, heroin and all. So with 
the common bond of near-drug addiction 
between us, we became close friends. Be- 
fore long, I was buying heroin once or 
twice a week and especially on week ends. 
We would buy four or five caps at a time. 
James was a “mainliner’”—he would shoot 
his directly into his arm veins with a hypo- 
dermic needle. I would snort mine. 

But pretty soon I began to long for a big- 
ger kick, like James was getting. Snorting 
horse didn’t seem so great anymore. One 
night, I decided I would shoot mine. We 
bought four caps, dissolved them and put 
the stuff in the hypo. James warned me 
that the first shot might make me sick. 
It didn’t. It put me up there twelve feet 
in the air. It put that stardust in my pocket 
and sent me wingin’ out on Cloud Nine. It 
was cool, and you really don’t get any 
more quite like that first shot. 

After that, it seemed the world had never 
treated me better. Nothin’ ever got so 
wrong that horse couldn’t fix it. I even got 
married to a girl I met named Thelma. But 
she didn’t even know I was on the stuff. 

Pretty soon, I was buyin’ heroin in $10 
batches from a guy named Fred, who al- 
ways gave me a little extra because of my 
large order. I didn’t know it then, but 
Fred was a real slickster; the worst kind 
of viper. He was putting that monkey on 
my back so I could never get it off. 

I didn’t know what was happening until 
the morning I woke up sick. My nose was 
running and tears streamed out of my eyes. 
I was limp as a banana peel and the inside 
of my stomach had turned into a sawmill 
factory. That’s when I realized for the first 
time how things were: If I didn’t have a fix, 
I felt like I would die. 

From then on, it wasn’t for the thrill. I 
didn’t shoot that stuff into my arm for 
kicks. I did it to stay alive, and that meant 
two to three times a day. To pay the 
freight, I worked and I stole—anything, 
radios, clocks, clothes, ham, butter, eggs. 

It was then that my brother showed up 
from Kansas City. Now I had somebody to 
lean on: Leon, now an addict himself. 

We got jobs at an auto plant and worked 
and lived and shot horse together. More 
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and more I turned to Leon. I had to. My 
wife had found out. 

It was a pretty miserable time for her, 
all right. She cried a lot and begged and 
pleaded with me to give it up. But she 
didn’t understand. She didn’t know you 
can’t give it up, or the horrible hell and 
racking pains of trying. 

Finally, Thelma left me. “If you ever 
give it up, Luther,” she told me the last 
time I saw her, “I might come back to 
you.” 

I didn’t say anything. I knew she was 
saying I had to choose between her and 
the stuff. I had to have the stuff. Besides 
when you’re really on it the way I was, a 
woman doesn’t seem necessary. You aren’t 
interested in sex. 

After Thelma left, it was just Leon and 
me, working for the paycheck to pay the 
man to get the horse. But it didn’t seem 
too bad with us together. And then it hap- 
pened. 

Leon got melancholy and talked of going 
home. I tried to get him out of it, and even 
did for a little while. But Kansas City 
kept calling him back. “I’ve got to go, 
Luther,” he told me finally. “Why don’t 
you come with me?” 

I guess we just couldn’t make each other 
understand. Kansas City was home to him. 
Chicago was home to me now. So Leon 
went home—to die. 

There are a lot of lost days for a dope 
addict. But for me, the day they telephoned 
and said Leon was dead was the worst. I 
remember nothing else about that day but 
the phone call. 

Leon didn’t die in an auto crash or a 
fight or an accident on the job or anything 
like that. He went the way any heroin ad- 
dict can go at any time—he died of a “hot” 
shot, a capsule of heroin that was too 
strong for his system. It wasn’t the first 
time a thing like that had happened, and 
it won’t be the last. You see, on the illegal 
drug market, there are no standards, no 
inspectors, no laws to protect the con- 
sumer. You pay your money and you get 
what you can. Sometimes you do like 
Leon. You buy your own death. 

After Leon died, nothing else mattered. 
My wife was gone, and I was broken in 
body and spirit. It took a shot of heroin 
now to make me feel halfway normal. And 
when I didn’t have it, I suffered a thousand 
and one pains and deliriums. Finally, when 
I could stand it no longer, I went to my 
uncle and blurted out the whole story of 
my addiction. That’s when he and my 
grandmother cried. Although I had even 
lived with them for a while, they never 
suspected. 

My uncle decided there was only one 
thing to do, take me to the police. Since I 
was no longer in condition to run my own 
life, I agreed. 

From that time until this, I have been a 
pawn in the hands of the narcotics bureau. 

By turning informer for the police, I can 
earn a few bucks. Of course, I’ve thought 
about the guys getting out of jail and com- 
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ing after me. But after a while you get so 
you just don’t care, I guess. 

I'd like to get off this stuff for good next 
time. I’m going to try. Then Ill probably 
go to Kansas City where my mother is. 

As for me, I’ve had it. I know now there 
are a lot of things you can do if you just 
want to make trouble for yourself. You 
can steal a car and go joy riding and may- 
be the worst that will happen to you is that 
you will get caught and get a jail rap, or 
maybe wreck the car and bang himself up 
so that it costs your folks a lot of money. 
Or you can join a real tough gang and go 
around rollin’ drunks and old people, or 
fightin’ other kids. If you’re lucky there, 
you might not get your brains punched 
out. Or you can play it fast and loose with 
the girls. You know, neckin’ and pettin’ 
and messin’ around. Maybe one day you 
wake up married at seventeen to a girl 
whose face you can’t stand in broad day- 
light and with whom you’ve got nothing in 
common so it’s like doin’ time for the rest 
of your life. 

Yeah, there are lots of ways to make 
trouble for yourself. But I found the best. 
I went for that top thrill, that right out of 
this world bang. And I'll pay for it for the 


rest of my life, every day until I die. 
THE END 





Rock ’N’ Roll 


(Continued from Page 26) 


1940 when the bands originated Swing, the 
blue-noses said it was “frenzied noise” that 


demoralized the young. In 1945 when a 
group of Harlem musicians originated 
Bebop or Modern Music, the critics yelled 
that it was “neurotic nonsense” the result 
of narcotics addiction. Today they claim 
Rock and Roll is the theme song of ju- 
venile delinquency, a perfect example of 
social decadence and a definite menace to 
the moral fibre of American life. 

This, then, is categorically the history of 
the complaints over the years against popu- 
lar music originated by Negroes. Every 
phase of it has been castigated, criticized 
and scorned by music publishers, song- 
writers, Tin Pan Alley agents, managers 
and arrangers and blasted by the bigwigs 
in the field of music management. But at 
the same time, however, one has yet to find 
one of these self-annointed critics getting 
out of the way of financial windfalls from 
the $260,000,000-a-year-business the Rock 
and Roll craze has developed into. 

You don’t hear such topnotch white sing- 
ers as Perry Como, Teresa Brewer, Joni 
James, Frankie Laine, Georgia Gibbs, Kay 
Starr, Gale Storm, the Fontane Sisters, 
Gizelle McKinzie, Dorothy Collins, Snookie 
Lanson and Russell Arms, all of whom are 
cashing in heavily on Rock and Roll, com- 
plaining about its morals. 

Actually, few of the professionals in 
music and in the fields of psychology and 
sociology seem to realize the fact that 
basically, Rock and Roll is a new type of 


“protest” music. It is peculiar to teenagers 


who keep it alive to the extent of making it 
a half billion dollar industry. Its protest 
sounds are about parental neglect, genuine 
apprehension about life and liberty in this 
atomic and electronic age. 

Rock and Roll, as Duke Ellington so 
wisely notes, isn’t church music by any 
conceptions, although it does have strong 
overtones of gospel song influences. It’s 
beginnings, as Duke says, are based on sex 
with New Orleans’ infamous Congo Square 
where the slaves once cavorted, as its place 
of origin. Unlike the spirituals, the songs 
in the Square were the tunes of passion, of 
an oppressed people trying to have some 
fun out of life in the brief holiday that was 
granted them by their masters in the 
Square. 

The music had to be presented with 
powerful accents, with predominant, Afric 
rhythmic patterns. These to this day have 
never been fully understood by white peo- 
ple. And few Negroes can explain them, 
although they unconsciously know what 
they are. But there are some Negroes who 
would disavow Jazz as the music of their 
people, and they are the ones who join the 
whites in denouncing it. 

In the evolution of Rock and Roll, it 
must be remembered that the teenagers 
have borrowed from all forms of Jazz to 
make something of their very own. Rock 
and Roll, then, is a combination of gospel 
songs, blues, the “oo bop shee bam” of 
bebop, the sentimentality of the love bal- 
lad, the old folksy material of the hillbilly 
or western type song, and things based on 
personal experiences. The music has 
humor, pathos, satire in it. Rock and Roll 
spells out the theme of boy and girl more 
vividly than Cole Porter and Rodgers & 
Hammerstein. The Rock and Roll lyrics 
gets down to cases without all the dressing. 

However, it is to also be remembered 
that Rock and Roll comes from the neigh- 
borhood teen gangs, most of which have 
their own singing quintets in which they 
take great pride very much the same as 
neighborhood gangs and clubs in the old 
days had their own champion Charleston 
and Lindy Hop dance teams which they 


supported to the hilt. Every one of the” 


singing groups of teenagers now in the 


spotlight, had neighborhood beginnings? 
Everyone of them sings songs the young — 
sters want to hear—not smut, but songs 


about love, about girls, about life as th ] 
see it. 

Songs with strange words like “Oop 
Shoop.” “Sh Boom,” or “Kokomo” are just 
catch phrases with which to rhyme oth 
ideas and these phrases are lifted bod 
from bebop singing which as every intell 
gent person knows, have no meaning at @ 
in the general sense of definition. 7 

While the old folks are alarmed abe 
Rock and Roll, the youngsters scream f 
more. Attempts to blame the music on the 
Negro race is backfiring everywhere be 
cause Rock and Roll today has no color 
line in listening appreciation or in ifs 
development. 
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